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ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE Editor is unwilling to ſuffer this ſelection to go 


into the World, without ſome apology for its defects: of 


which, when the reader confiders the variety of pieces 
introduced into theſe two volume, he truſts the number 
" be found comparatively ſmall. 

* Indeed the candid critic will admit the dificulty of 


pfleaſing every admirer of this part of rational amuſe- 


ment : for poetry may juſtly be compared to a luxuriant 
feeld of bloſſoms ; where the obſerver may delight himſelf, 
and gather a bouquet, whoſe vivid tints, in has ohinion, 


can never fade ; but he cannot expect to plant a garden 


of the beauties of nature for others, where the wild-flower 
or the weed will not caſually intrude. 

That every poetical collection muſt, in a degree, 
be imperfect, is recently evinced by the untaught efforts of 
Ann Yearſley, and Robert Burns, to obtain the Lyric 
wreath. Every ſhort period ſupplies expectation with 
the brilliant poetic effufuons of Mr. Hayley or Mis 
Seward and as almoſt every new day diſcovers a new 
e panſion of genius, there wa ſtall remain ſome buds 
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and flowers for the floriſt to protect from the withering 
blaſt of Time, and the chilling winter of Oblivion. Rely- 
ing therefore on forgiveneſs for its faults, the Editor re- 
figns this compilation to the candour of the public. It 
may perhaps be deemed vanity for him, in a publication 
like the preſent, to imitate Mr, Pope* by complaining 
of the dull duty of an editor ; yet it is but truth to aſſert, 
that ſome excellent originals, and many pieces he has 
preſerved from obſcurity, have coſt him no common 
degree of pains. | wy 

It is, therefore, reſpectfully preſumed, that this Lyric 
Repoſitory will long retain the eſteem of the Nudious and 
the gay; and ſſiould not the Editor have entirely gratified 


the expectations formed by the votaries of Apollo, he hag 


gt leaſt attempied what more leiſure, and ſuperior judge- 


ment, may cue others lo proves 


* I have diſcharged the dull duty of an Editor to my beſt 
judgement, with more labour than I expect thanks.——- 


Pope's Preface to Shakeſpeare. 
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CATCHES, DUETS, and GLEES, 


i R N O u U R. 


A 


A ARON thus propos'd to Moſes 
A roſe-tree full in bearing 
As o'er the varied meads I ſtray 
AS I ſaw fair Chlora walk alone 


B 
Bacchus, Jove's delightful boy 


C 


Come, my boys, let's ſing a catch 

Care, thou canker of our joys - 
Come, let us drink a health to poor old Sue 
Come live with me, and be my love 


| Come, my good fellows, and quit the bower 


Confign'd wo duit beneath this tone 
Come, come all noble ſouls, who, ſkill'd in muſic's arg 


D 
Do not unbind two gentle hearts 
| F 
Fair Amora, pr'ythee ſtay 
Fair and ſweet | 
Fair Fhillis 1 ſaw fitting all alone 
G 


Give the toaſt, my good fellows, be jovial and gay 
Grace and ſtrength of Britain's iſe 
H 


How ſhould we mortals ſpend our hours | 
Hark! the bonny Chriſt-courch bells, 12934 56 


How {weet in the woodlands, with fleet hound and horn 


Hope, thou nurſe of yc ung defire 
How fteep the brave who ſink to reſt 
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Hark! the hollow woods reſounding 
Here, in cool grot and moſſy cell 
How merrily we live that ſhepherds be 
How merrily we live that ſoldiers be 
Hark ! hark I ihe lark at !{eav'n's gate fings 
Hark the leafy woods reſounding 
How merrily we live that ſtrollers be 
Huſh to peace each ruder wind 

I 
J love buſt'e, crouds, and rattle 
J lov'd thee beautifn! and kind 
In green-wood ſhade, or winding dell 


L 

Live and love, enjoy the fun | 
N 

Now we're met like jovial fellows 
O 


On thy ſweet lips the bees in cluſters hung 
O the pleaſure of the plains 


R 


Round the hapleſs Andre's urn 
Rifing with the ſun to labour 


See, my boys, the foaming bowl 
NY | 5 
The French are come and Spaniards too 
The ſtag through the foreſt when rous'd by the horn 
This bleak. and froſty morning 
To me had clouds o'crfpread the ſky 
The crimſon hour bigs hence the night 
Through Fortune's clouds Hope's friendly ray 
Turn, A:naryllis, to thy ſwain 
To ſhcep-ſhear, my boys! pipe and taber ſtrike up 
The flocks ſhall leave the mountains 


W 


Which, fricnd, is the road to a place of good cheer 
When next ſhell we meet to be merry and gay 
When firſt I ſaw thee graceful move 

When Phabus the tops of the hills does adorn 

We three archers be 

Where the murm'ring river flows 

Wine does wonders ev'ry day _ 

V/here the bee ſucks, there lurk I 
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Ye Heav'ns, if innocence deſerves your care 
You atk me, dear Jack, for an emblem that's rife 
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A 


An hills belov'd! where once an happy child 
Ah! filly elf, that roſe to ſip 

And muſt I ever vent my ſighs in air 

As near a weeping ſpring reclin'd 

Adieu to the village delights 

Adieu, ye ſtreams that ſmoothly flow 


Aſpaſia rolls her ſparkling eye 


As erſt to Damon's ſacred ſhade 

Auſpicicus ſpirits, guard my love 

Ah! why muſt words my flame reveal 
Almeria's face, her ſhape, her air 

As down on Banna's banks I firay'd, one evening in May 
All in the downs the flect was moor'd 

At the cloſe of the day, when the hamlet is ſtill 
At dawn of day, a farmer paſs'd 

Aurora tips with gold the waving pine 

Ah! Love, who bade me languiſh 

As the Thames' ſilent ſtream mov'd ſlowly long 


A bumper of good liquor 
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B leſt as th' immortal gods is he 

Blow, blow, thou Summer's breeze 

Bright the ſky, and calm the ocean 

Bright gems, that twinkle from afar 

Better our heads than hearts ſhould ack 
A C 

Come, gentle god of ſoſt repoſe 

Cone, fing round my fay'rite tree 

Clad in autumnal gold the foreſt ſhines 

Cupid no more ſhall give me grief 


D 
De jected as true converts die 
Dans votre lit, that bright parte rre 
Doom'd by my fortune's fick le ſtar 
Drink to me only with thine eyes 


E 


Enchanting Harmoniſt ! the art is thine 


Encompaſs'd in an angel's frame 


Ev'n in the early hours of new. born love 


F 
For me my Fair a wreath has wove 


For tenderneſs framed, in life's earlieſt day 
From theſe dread walls, this melancholy tow'r 


From place to place, forlorn I go 
From her, alas! whoſe ſmile was love 
Fair morn appears : ſoft zephyr's wing 


For yon, deareſt maiden, the pride of the village 


Fled cach bright form, and huſh'd each tuneſul ſound 


For ever, O mercileſs Fair 


Flow, thou regal purple ſtream 


G 
Co, gentle Spirit, now ſupremely bleſt 
Co tell Amynta, gentle ſwain 
Go, cruel tyrant of the human breaſt 
Go, tuneful bird, that glad'ſt the ſkies 
Gloomy Care can ne'er controul 
Grief, thy tyrant reign is o'er 
Give me but a friend and a glaſs, boys 
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Her mouth, with a ſmile 
Hope, thou ſource of ev'ry bleſſing 
How pleas'd, within my native bow'rs 


How can the Muſes lend their happy aid 
Horace may his bright Lydia toaſt 

Hard is the fate of him who loves 

How wretched the maiden who loves 
How can man ſuch pleaſure find 

How {weet, how kind, the joyful hours 
Had I a heart for falſhood fram'd 

How hard our hapleſs lot appears 

How gentle was my Damon's air 

Here by thy midnight bcams I love to ſtray 
Happy, harmleſs, rural pair 

Hark, the merry horns reſounding 
Hence, far hence, corroding Care 


Indulgent pow'rs, if ever 

I figh, and lament me in vain 

I Truth can fix thy wav'ring heart 

In a vole ſring'd with woodlands, where grottos abound 
I thoſc who live in ſhephera's bow'r 

In Summer's cool breeze how delightful to fit 

Ia vain whining lovers their Cupid ſhall prize 

If, to ſet off pretty faces 

In London my life is a ring of delight 


L 


Let me wander, not unſeen 

Let Beauty with'the Sun ariſe 

Look round, my Love! how chang'd the ſcene 
Let me live remov'd from noiſe _ 

Love leads us to lab'rinths of woe 

Love's a gentle, gen'rous paſſion 

Let Wiſdom boaſt her mighty pow'r 

Let the ſchools about happineſs warmly diſpute 
Lord! Lord! without viduals and drink 

Let foldiers fight ſor pay and praiſe 
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| My bliſs too long my bride denies 


My Delia was all my delight 
My days have been ſo wondrous free 


My banks are all furniſh'd with bees 
Make there my tomb beneath the lime-tree's ſhade 


N 
No more the feſtive train I'll join 
Near a {mooth river's lonely fide 
No, no; *tis in vain in this turbulent town 
Not, Czlia, that I juſter am 
Not the ſoft fighs of vernal gales 
Nay, hide that tear, my faithful love 
No more the morn, with tepid rays 


O 


On thy banks, gentle Sour, when I breath'd the ſoft flute 


© Nancy, wilt thou go with me 
O ſoft Remembrance |! airy ſprite 


X. 


On Pleaſure's ſmooth wings how old Time ſteals away 


O thou, whoſe love-inſpiring air 

Oh ! Fancy, thou, whoſe magic power 

O Hope ! thou ſoother ſweet of human woes 
O ling'ring Time, O with us ſlay 

O forbear to bid me light her 

O Solitude, to thy ſequeſter'd cell 

Of love, ſweet love, I've oft been told 

Oh! how ſhall I, in language weak 

O ye, who bathe in courtly bliſs 

O ceaſe to mourn, unhappy youth 


On that lone bank where Lubin died 


One April evening, when the Sun 


85 
O for Oblivion's friendly draught, to heal 
O let me haunt this peaceful ſhade 

O Phoebus! down the Weſtern ſky 

O Memory! thou fond deceiver 


Old Chiron thus preach'd to his pupil Achilles 


Þ 


Poor melancholy bird, that all night long - 
Pre par d to rail, reſoly'd to part 
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Perhaps it is not love, ſaid 1 
Preach not to me your muſty rules 
Phyſicians may talk of our ills 


— Þ 
Queen of the ſilver bow, by thy pale beam 
| 1 


Reſt, beauteous flow'r, and bloom anew 
Reſolv'd, as her poet, of Celia to ſing 


Round Arthur's gay table ſome love to be gambling 


8 


Sweet Echo! ſweeteſt nymph! that liv'ſt unſeen 


She came from the hills of the weſt 
Sweet tyrant Love, but hear me now 
Soft invader of my ſoul 

Sweet roſy Sleep, O do not fly 

Say, Mira, why is gentle Love 
Sportive Genius of the Green 


Search all the wide creation round 


Say, lonely maid with downcalt eyes 


Sure 'twould make a diſmal ſtory 


See, Flavia, ſee that budding roſe 
Survey, my Fair! that lucid ſtream 
Sweet, melancholy bird, again 
Since of life we hold a ſpan 


T 


The northern blaſt, that chilling blows 
The moon had climb'd the higheſt kill 


To keep my gentle Jeſſy 


Time has not thinn'd my flowing hair 

The noon-tide ſun the fields had gilded o'er 
The heavy hours are almoſt paſt 

The garlands fade, that Spring ſo lately wove 
The pride of ev'ry grove I choſe 

Thy fatal ſhafts unerring move 

There is one dark and ſullen hour 

'Tis not the liquid brightneſs of thoſe eyes 


- 'Tis yours to poſſeſs, if you practiſe no, harm 


The wretch condemu'd with life to part 
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The merchant, to ſecure his treaſure 
The Perſians ſtretch their votive arms 
The ſleepleſs bird from eve to morn 
Though, as a ſhield againſt ſurpriſe 
The tuneful hirds, how ſweet they ſing 
To ſair Fidele's graſſy tomb 

Think not, my love, when ſecret grief 
Take, O take thoſe lips away ; 
To caſe my heart, I own'd my flame 

The virgin, when ſoſten'd by May 

The meadows look cheerful, the birds ſweetly lieg 
The ſilver moon's enamour'd beam 

The gentle ſwan, with graceful pride 

Thou told'ſt me, dear perfidious maid 

Tie ſwallows, in thcir torpid ſtate 

The rifing ſun, thro? all the grove 

The bells they rang all in the morn 

he virgin lily of the night 

The Spring with ſmiling face is ſeen 

Tho' I can't walk quite ſtraight 

J 10” Bacchus may boaſt of His care-killing bow? 

To-day let us never be flaves 

Tie I chat all my cares ſuſpend 


8 
Vybraid me not, capricious fair 


1 


Where wee! jos yews and nodding cypreſs wave 
Weicome to. the new-born vear 

Athens en Hrit 1 knew 

* hergthc e fon.) zephyr thio* the w oodbine plays 
With the fun I riſe at morn 

Where the light cannot pierce, in a grove of tall trees 
When once 1 with Phillida ib ay'd 

When Werter fair Charlotte beheld 

Who to my wounds a balm adviſes 

When weſtern breezes fan the ſhore 

What cheerful ſounds ſalute our ears 

WatH'd by the breath of Spring, in ev'ry vale 
When firſt upon your tender cheek 

Wen Sappho tun'd the raptur'd {train 
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While on my head kind Fortune deign'd to pour 
While, preſt with woes, from which it cannot flee 
When firſt this humble roof I knew TRE 
Where now are all my flatt'ring dreams 

When clouds that angel face deform 

While from my looks, fair nymph, you gueſs 
When fair Serena firſt IT knew 

Who'll buy a heart? Myrtilla cries 

When Damon languiſh'd at my feet 

When Beauty's ſmiling queen alone 

What means that downcaſt look, my dear 

Why heaves my fond boſom ? ah! what can it mean? 
When Fanny I ſaw, as ſhe tripp'd o'er the green 
While theſe cloſe walls her beauties hide ; 
When firſt the Eaſt begins to dawn 

Why will the Muſe with pining Sorrow dwell 
When I drain the roſy bowl 

When Bacchus, the patron of love, wit, and mirth 
When Freedom was baniſh'd from Greece and from Rome 
While others barter eaſe for ſtate 

When the chill Sirocco blows 

Wine, wine 1n a morning 

What is there in this fooliſh life 


* 
Yet awhile, ſweet Sleep, deceive me 
Ye rivers, ſo limpid and clear 
Ye nymphs and ſwains, that ſweetly play 


Ye ſouthern gales, that ever fly 


Young Cupid is with me wherever 1 go 

Ye open foes of Love's bewitching art 

Ye birds, for whom J rear'd the grove 

You kuow that our ancient philoſophers hold 
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INTRODUCTION: 


Tur mind is never more ſenſibly nor more pleaſingly 
affected, than when ſublime ideas, elegant language, 
and harmonious ſounds, are happily united: This 
union is completely found in the beſt of thoſe compoſt. 
tions, which are diſtinguiſhed by the name of Songs, 


When a voice, formed by Nature to pleaſe the ear, 
is employed in finging the words of a celebrated writer, 


we attend with ſilent admiration and inexpreſſible de- 
light. | 


It muſt be confeſſed, that many productions, which 
bear the name of Songs, and have acquired ſome degree 
of reputation, are not diſtinguiſhed by any peculiar 
appearances of genius ; being indebted, for public ap- 
probation, ſolely to the harmony of the muſic, to 
which they are ſung. It is the deſign of the Editor to 
exclude pieces of this deſcription from a publication, 
intended for the peruſal of the claſſical Reader, and as 
an honour to our age and language: for, though it has 
been uſual to introduce the moſt contemptible pieces on 
ſuch occaſions, yet there is no ſpecies of writing, which 
diſcovers more marks of real genius than this. The 
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INTRODUCTION; 


fineſt effuſions of fancy are ſeldom of long continuance z 
and may more naturally be expected in thoſe produc- 
tions, which reſult from ſtriking ideas, forcibly im- 
preſſed on the Author's mind: while that languor, to 
which men of great talents are frequently ſubject, and 
which is uſually found in poems of conſiderable length, 
is, by the ſhortneſs of the performance, prevented from 
making its appearance. 


Among the ancients, this ſpecies of writing was in the 
higheſt eſtimation; and ſome of the favourite produc- 
tions of antiquity muſt be conſidered in this point of 
view. Poetry and muſic were, in the earlier ages, ſo 
intimately connected, that ſinging, rather than writing, 
is uſually repreſented, as the pleaſing employment of 
thoſe, whom Nature and inclination prompted to de- 
vote their time and talents to the ſervice of the Muſes : 
and, as the ſpontaneous effuſions of genius exceed the 
laboured productions of art, ſo the Odes of Horace 
diſcover a warmth of imagination and a brilliancy of 
fancy, ſurpaſſing not only the merit of his cotempo- 
raries, but even the other works of that admirable 
poet. 


In the preſent age, ſongs are frequently conſidered 
as adapted only to ſubjects of an inferior nature, and 
improper for the celebration of virtuous or herbic 
actions: We find, however, that the greateſt maſter 
of lyric poetry juſt mentioned was far from excluding 
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the moſt exalted ſubjects from this province of writing. 
This is evident from the following paſſage : 


Quem virum aut heroa, lyra vel acri 
Tibia, ſumes celebrare, Clio? 


Quem Deum ? 


The moderns, indeed, have conſidered the Ode as a 
compoſition of a ſuperior kind ; but the forced imagery 
and pedantic oſtentation of varied meaſure, with which 
many pieces of that deſcription abound, evince, that 
a ſervile attempt to 1mitate the ancients, without the 
afſiſtance of that noble enthuſiaſm which inſ pred them, 
muſt ever prove inſipid or dif: guſting. 


It is remarkable, that, from the negligence to which 
Authors of eminence are ſometimes ſubject, ſome 1inac- 


curacies have appeared in ſeveral ſongs, whoſe merits 


entitled them to a place in the Lyric ReeyostToORY. 
The Editor has, with reluctance, ventured to intro- 
duce ſuch occaſional corrections as ſeemed abſolutely 
neceſſary : and hopes he may not fall under public 
cenſure, for a licence but ſparingly and cautioutly 
taken. 


The arrangement of the ſongs, in different claſſes, 
tends greatly to increaſe the pleaſure of the Reader; as 
he may gratify his peculiar diſpoſition or preſent turn 
of mind, without the trouble of a long and tireſome 
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INTRODUCTION: 


ſearch : Some ſubjects, however, are of ſuch a douht- 
ful or complicated nature, that it is difficult to aſcertain 
the claſs to which they belong. This conſideration 
will naturally produce ſome indulgence in the minds of 


thoſe, who may be ſo ſtruck with particular ſentiments, 


as, at firſt, to imagine the ſongs which contain them 
improperly placed. 


The glees and catches, to be given in the ſubſequent 
volume, ſhould not paſs unnoticed. They have been 
ſelected with the greatelt care; and the Editor, having 
been favoured with acceſs to one of the beſt collections 


in the kingdom, cannot, for a moment, entertain a 


doubt of public approbation. 


As it is the Editor's wiſh, not only to enliven the 
convivial hour, but alſo to afford entertainment in the 
cloſet, he has been particularly attentive to the literary 
merit of thoſe original ſongs, which he has admitted; 
as well as of thoſe which have been adjudged worthy of 


ſelection. He has even gone ſo far as to introduce 


ſome pieces, hitherto not generally conſidered as ſongs; 
but which, from their lyric excellence, highly merit 
the attention of the judicious and polite ; and are 
formed to do honour to thoſe, who ſhall adapt them to 
the powers of harmony, 
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The Editor is obliged to acknov ledge, tl. at a few of the Catches 


have no particular claim to diſtinction; but as the muſic to 
winch they are ſet forms a material part of the entertain- 
ment at many faſhionable Concerts, he was unwilling ts 
reject them tor any poctical impericctions. 
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V 
| i 
[ Cour, my boys, let's ſing a catch: 
by | 
F A match, a match, a match! 
1 Beware of catch-poles, 
Warrants and dark-holes. 
You're a vagrant; that's a fact. 
Stop, ſtop, let me look at the act. 
5 No; I am a pentleman. 
4 I beg your pardon; 
You're only ſuch in Covent Garden. 
F 


Oh! curſe your odious exclamations : 
Let us ſing 
0d fave the King! 
And be loval, in fpite of informations, 
God fave the King! 


Long live the King! 


0 May the King live for ever! 
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II. 


Wurcn, friend, is the road to a place of good cheer ? 

For hunger and thirſt want a houſe that is near. 

To the right, then the left, 'tis as ſtraight as a line; 

Then this fide, then that ſide, look ſharp for the ſign! 
When you come to the guide-poſt, you'll fee the Green Man: 
Ts dinner, to dinner, as {aſt as you can! | 


HL 


I Love buſtle, crouds, and rattle, 
Sound of trumpets, coaches, battle. 
J hate noiſe, and roar and riot; 

Storms and tempeſts break my quiet. ——- 
Snug, yet active be my ſtation : 

I'm in love with moderation. 


, 
——J__————_—_—_— — 


IV. 


Carr, thou canker of our Joys! 
Now thy tyrant reign is ober: 

Fill the myſtic bowl, my boys; 
Join in Bacchanalian roar, 


Seize the villain ; plunge him in! 
See! the hated miſcreant dies! 

Mirth, with all thy train, come in: 
Shut out ſorrow, tears, and ſighs. 


CHF CHE SC 


Oer our merry midnight bowls, 
Gods ! how happy we ſhall be! 

Day was made for vulgar ſouls ; 
Night, my boys, for you and me, 


V. 


By Henry Bate Dudley. 


How ſhould we mortals ſpend our hours 


— In war, 
- — In love, 
— — —— In drinking? 
None but a fool conſumes his pow'rs 
In peace, 
— In care, 
— — In thinking. 


Time, would you let him wiſely pals, 
— Is lively, 

- Briſk, 
- - And jolly : 
Nip but his wings th” ſparkling glaſs, 
And he'll drown dull melancholy! 
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VI. 


By Mr, Cunningham, 


ng 2 3 an * 
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Gir the toaſt, my good fellows, be jovial and gay, 


And let the briſk moments paſs jocund away; 


—— — — 


Here's the King— take your bumpers, my brave Britiſh ſouls ! 


aw 


He who guards your bright freedom, ſhould crown your full 
bowls, | 

May he live, long and happy—ſce Lewis brought down, 

And tafte all the comforts—no cares of a crown! 


— rr 


VII. 
I Lov'D thee beautiful and kind, 


And plighted an eternal vow ; 
So alter'd are thy face and mind, 
*T were perjury to love thee now. 
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| VIII. 
I axx! the bonny Chriſt-church bells, 1 2 3 4 3 6, 


They ſound ſo great, ſo wondrous {weet, 

And they troul ſo merrily, merrily. | 

Hark the firſt and ſecond bell, that ev*ry day, at, four and ten, 
Cry, Come, come, come, come, come to pray'rs, 

And the verger trips before the dean, 

Tingle tingle ting, goes the little bell at nine, 

To call the drinkers home; 

But the de'il a man will leave his can 

Till he hears the mighty Tom. 


COT CHESS 17 


IX. 


N ow we're met like jovial fellows, 
Let us do as wiſe men tell us, 

Sing Old Role, and burn the bellows. 
When the bowl with claret glows, 
And wiſdom ſhines upon the noic, 
O then is the time to ſing Old Role, 
And burn the bellows, 


>. 
TRE TIMES, 


Tux French are come and Spaniards too; 
You lic, you he, you lie; 

Whene'er they come, the joke they'll rue 
Much more than you or I. 


The foe is gone, to come again: 
You he, you he, you lie; 

To-morrow brings good news from Spain — 
Believe it you not I, 


+ 


Come, ring the changes round and round, 
A lie, a lic, a lie; 

Few truths on land or ſea are found, 
I'll ſwearm——and ſo will J. 
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XI. 


Szz, my boys, the foaming bowl, 

Let jolly bumpers briſk go round, 
Rapture ſeize on every ſoul, 

And loud each cheerful voice reſound. 


Power and wealth, beauty, health, 
Wit and mirth in wine are crown'd; 


Joys abound, pleaſure's found, 
Only when the glaſs goes round. 


| | 2 —— "IS 
XII. 


Y « Heavens, if innocence deſerves your care, 
Why have ye made it fatal to be fair ? 


Baſe man the ruin of our ſex was born ; | 
The beauteous are his prey, the reſt his ſcorn. 


Alike unfortunate, our fate is ſuch, 
We pleaſe too little, or we pleaſe too much. 


XIII. 
Aazon thus propos'd to Moſes, 
Come let us fuddle, fuddle our noſes;“ 


Moſes reply'd again to Aaron, 
„will do us more harm than you're aware on.“ 


5 5 


% xvii 


Wine has a celeſtial charm in't,” -» 
„ Therefore there can bc no harm in't:“ 
„If you would be Aaron's brother,” 
* Drink up this bottle, and call for another.“ 


XIV. 
In HURLY BUR LY. 


Cons, let us drink a health to poor old Sue, 


Oh, may ſhe hve till ſhe's three ſcore and -wo! “ 
Here's to her daughter too, 
Here's to her daughter too ; oy 
She that was kiſs'd by you know who— 
Ah! Sir, 'twas you that kiſs'd the daughter Sue, 
Fill to the brim, Sirs, you and you, 
Faith *twas not I that kiſs'd, ſo don't look blue. 


XV. 


Wu next ſhall we meet to be merry and gay ? 
With love, wine, and muſic we've made out the day; 
Adjourn then, adjourn, for to-morrow's decreed 

* ; 
A new day for pleaſure; ſay, are we agreed ? 
No, no; I'll not ſtir from a can of ſuch cheer, 


Come back when you will, you ſhall find I am here. 
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XVI. 


On MENANDER. 


Os thy ſweet lips the bees in cluſters hung, 


And dropp'd Hyblzan honey on thy tongue: 


For thee the Muſes pluck'd Pierian flow'rs 
And Graces woo'd thee in ſequeſter'd bow'rs: 


Ages to come ſhall celebrate thy name, 
And Athens gather glory from thy fame, 


ay „ 
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XVII. 


TRE OAK TRAEE. 


By General Bur goyne. 


GA and ſtrength of Britain's ifle, 
May'ſt thou long thy glories keep, 
Make her hills with verdure ſmile, 
Bear her triumphs per the deep! 


* 
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XVIII. 
By L. Macnally, Eſq. 


Tux ſtag through the foreſt, when rous'd by the horn, 


Sore frighted, high bounding, flies wretched, forlorn; 
Quick panting, heart-burſting, the hounds now in view, 
Speed doubles, ſpeed doubles, they eager purſue : 
But *ſcaping the hunters, again through the groves, 
Diſdaining paſt evils, with freedom he roves : 

Not ſo in his ſoul, who from tyrant Love fhesg- 
The ſhaft ſtill remains, and deſpairing he dies. 


XIX. 


How ſweet in the woodlands, with fleet hound and horn, 


To waken ſhrill echo, and taſte the freſh mern! 
But hard is the chace, my fond heart muſt purſue; 
For Daphne, fair Daphne, is loſt to my view. _ 


Aſſi ſt me, chaſte Dian, the nymph to regain, 
More wild than the roe-buck, and wing'd with diſdaig: 
In pity o'etake her, who wounds as ſhe flies; 
The' Daphne's purſued, "tis Myrtillo that dies. 
————— Eä — — — — — — ——— 
XX, 

Fix Aurora, pr'ythee ſtay; 

O retard unwelcome day 

Think what anguiſh rends my breaft ; 

Thus carre{ling, thus careſt ; 


From the idol of my heart 
Forc'd at thy approack to part ! 
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XXI. 


Baixo me flow'rs, and bring me wine; 
Boy, attend thy maſter's call j 

Round my head let myrtles twane ; 
At my feet let roſes fall. 


Breathe in ſofteſt notes the flute; | 
Form the ſong, and ſound the lute; 
Let their gentle accents flow, 

As the whiip'ring zephyrs blow. 


— b 


XXII. 
Wu firſt I faw thee graceful move, | 
Ah me! what meant my throbbing breaſt ? 
Say, ſoft confuſion, art thou love? 
If love thou art, then farewell reſt. 


Wich gentle ſmiles aſſuage the pain, 
Thoſe gentle ſmiles did ficft create; 
And tho' you cannot love again, 
In pity, ah! forbear to hate! 


— 2 AL AI 


XXII. 


Tuts bleak and froſty morning, 


All thought of danger ſcorning, 


Our ſpirits briſkly flow, 
We're all in a glow, 


7 Os apts 2 Xt 


Thro' the ſparkling ſnow, 
While a ſkaiting we go, 


With a fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, 


Io the ſound of the merry horn. 


From right to left we're plying, 
Swifter than winds we're flying, 


Spheres on ſpheres ſurrounding, 


Health and firength abounding: 
In circles we flecp, 
Our poiſe ſtill we keep, 
Behold how we {weep 
The face of the deep, 
With a fa, la, la, &. 


Great Jove looks on us ſmiling, 
W ho thus the time beguiling, 
Where the waters he ſeal, 
Still rove on our Keel, 
Our weapons are ſteel, 
And no danger we feel, | 
With a fa, la, la, &. 


See, ſee, our train advances, 
See how cech ſkaiter lances, 
Health and ſtrength abounding, 
While horns and hautboys ſounding 
The Tritons ſhall blow 
Their conch-ſhclls below, 
And their beards fear to ſhew, 
While a ſkaiting we go, 
With a fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, 
Ta the {ound of the merry hoin. 
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X XIV. 


To me had clouds o'erſpread the ſky, 
The roſe, the myrtle ſeem'd to die: 
Plumes were ſent from Zephyr's wing, 
And filent was the voice of Spring. 


When Delia chac'd deſpair away, 
Each flow'r its livelieſt bloom diſplay 
Soft whiſp*'r1ng gales now fan the grove, 
Ye hills, ye vales, I've found my love | 


XXV. 


Horz! thou nurſe of young deſire, 
Fairy promiſer of joy; 

Painted vapour, glow- worm fire, 
Temp'rate ſweet that ne'er can cloy! 


Hope! thou earneſt of delight, 
Softeſt ſoother of the mind, 

Balmy cordial, proſpect bright, 
Sureſt friend the wretched find ! 


Kind geceiver, flatter ſtill, 
Deal out pleaſures unpoſleſs'd 3 
With thy dreams my fancy fill, 
And in wiſhes make me bleſi. 
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XXVI. 
By N. B. Sheridan, Eſq. 


Tur crimſon morn bids hence the night; 
Unveil thoſe beauteous eyes, my fait; 
For, till the dawn of loye is there, 

I feel no day, I own no light. 


Waking, I heard thy numbers chide; 
Waking, the dawn did bleſs my ſight; 
»Tis Phoebus ſure that wooes, I cried, 
Who ſpeaks in ſong, who moves in light. 


XXVII. 


Do not unbind two gentle hearts, 
Nor tear me from my weeping fair; 
Alas! ſuſpend the fatal ſtroke, 
Two faithful, hapleſs lovers ſpare. 


— . — 
XXVIII. 
By Mr. O. Reeſſe. 
A nos -TREx full in bearing, 
Had ſweet flowers fair to ſee; 


One roſe beyond comparing, 
For beauty, attracted me. 
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Tho? eager then to win it, 

Lovelv, blooming, freſh and gay, 
I find a canker in it, 

And now throw it far away. 


How fine this morning early, 
All ſun-ſhiny, clear and bright! 
So late I lov'd you dearly, 
Tho! loſt now each fond delight. 
The clouds ſeem big with ſhowers, 
Sunny beams no more are ſeen ; 
Farewell, ye fleeting hours, 
Your falſchood has chang'd the ſcene. 


By Henry Date Dudley. 


Tuovon Fortune clouds Hope's friendly ray, 
That beams our guardian light, | 
Our conſtancy ſhall cheer the day, 
Our love the longeſt night. 
By thee belov'd, While bleſt with thee, 
Stern Fate may frown in vain 
Content and fweet Simplicity 
Will take us in {ACU train. 


XXX, 
W nz x Phoebus the tops of the hills does adorn, 
How {ſweet is the ſound of the echoing horn! 
When the antling ſtag is rouz'd with the ſound, 
Erecting his cars, nimbly {ſweeps o'er the ground; 
And thinks he has Ieft us behind on the plain ; 
But ftill we purſue, 
And now come in view of the ade game: 
O ſee how again he rears up his head; 


* 


4 And, winged with fear, he redoubles his ſpeed | 

M But oh! 'tis in vain, tis in vain, that he flies, 

N That his eyes loſe the huntſmen, his ears !ofy the cries: 

FY For now his ſtrength fails him, he heavily flies, 

And he pants, till with well- ſcented hounds ſurrounded he dies. 
a — — — — 
C 
A N X 
5 Written by the late Mr. Vm. Collins. 

1 How ſleep the brave who ſink to reſt, 
75 By all their country's wiſhes bleſt! 
8 When Spring, witb dewy fingers cold, 
| e Returns to deck their hallow'd mold, 

| j She there ſhall dreſs a ſweeter ſod 

5 Than Fancy's feet have ever trod. 
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By fairy hands their knell is rung; 
By forms unſeen their dirge is ſung; 


There Honour comes, a pilgrim gray, 


To bleſs the turf that wraps their clay; 


And Freedom ſhall awhile repair, 
To dwell a weeping hermit there ! 


XXXII. 
O Tn DEATH or Major An. 


Rovno the hapleſs Andre's urn 
Be the cypreſs' foliage ſpread ; 

Fragrant ſpice profuſely burn ; 
Honours grateful to the dead ! 


Let a ſoldier's manly form 
Guard the vaſe his aſhes bears; 
Truth, in living ſorrow, warm, 
Pay a mourning nation's tears. 


Fame ! his praiſe, upon thy wing, 
Thro? the world diſperſing, tell; 
In the ſervice of his King, 
In his country's cauſe he fell. 


— ———— —— : 


XXXIII. 


As oer the varied meads 1 ſtray, 

Or trace thro' winding woods my way, 
White op*ning flow'rs their ſweets exhale, 
And odours breathe in ev'ry gale; 
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Where ſage Contentment builds her ſeat, 
And Peace attends the calm retreat; 

My ſoul, reſponſive, hails the ſcene, 
Attun'd to joy and peace within. 

But, muſing on the lib'ral hand 

That ſcatters bleſſings o'er the land, 
That gives, for man, with pow'r divine, 
The earth to teem, the ſun to ſhine, 

My grateful heart with rapture burns ; 
And pleaſure to devotion turns. 


XXXIV. 


Y ov afk me, dear Jack ! for an emblem that's rifc, 
And clearly explains the true medium of life: 

I think I have hit it as ſure as a gun; 

For a bow] of good punch and the medium are one. 


When lemon and ſugar ſo happily meet, 

The acid's correed by mixing the {weet ; 

The water and ſpirit fo luckily blend, 

That each from th* extreme doxs the other defend. 


Then fill up the bowl—rot ſorrow and ſtrife! 


A bumper, my boys, to the medium of life! 


Which keeps our frail tate in a temper that's meet, 
Contented in blending the ſour with the ſweet, c 2 
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XXXV. 


As I ſaw fair Chlora walk alone, 


The feather'd ſnow came ſoftly down, 
As Jove, deſcending from his tow'r, 

To court her in a ſilver ſhow'r, 

The wanton ſnow flew to her breaſts, 

As little birds into their neſts ; 

But, being o'ercome with whiteneſs there, 
For grief diſloly'd into a tear; 

Then falling on her garment's hem, 

To deck her, froze into a gem. 


— ——— -- 


XXXVI. 


H ax! the hollow woods reſounding 
Echo to the hunter's cry; 

Hark ! how all the vales ſurrounding 

To his cheering voice reply! 


Now, ſo ſwift, o'er hills aſpiring, 


He purſues the gay delight: 
Diſtant woods and plains, retiring, 
Seem to vaniſh from his ſight. 
Flying till, and ſtill purſuing, x 
Sce the fox, the hounds, the men! 

Cunning cannot ſave from ruin; 
Far from refuge, wood, and den. 


— 
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Now they kill him—homeward hie them, 

For a jovial night's repaſt : 

Thus no ſorrow e'er comes nigh them ; 
Health continues to the laſt. 


XXXVII, | 


Rrs:x6 with the ſun to labour, 
Blythe like him we ſpend the day; 
When he ſets, the merry tabor 
Bids us frolic, ſport, and play. 


XXXVIII. 


HER E, in cool grot and moſſy cell, 

We rural fays and fairies dwell ! 

Tho? rarely {cen by mortal eye, 

When the pale moon, aſcending high, 
Darts thro? yon limes her quiv*ring beams, 
We friſk it near theſe cryſtal ſtreams. 


Her beams, reflected from the wave, 
Afford the light our revels crave: 
The turf, with daiſies broider'd o'er, 
Exceeds, we wot, the Parian floor; | 

Nor yet for artful ſtrains we call, 
But liſten to the water-fall. 


i I 
[| | 
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[| XXXIX. | 

| þ To- , Amarillis, to thy ſwain: | 

| Thy Damon calls thee back again : 5 
| Here is a pretty arbour by, | 

| | Where Apollo cannot ſpy : » 
| Here let's fit ; and, while I play, 1 
6 Sing to my pipe a roundelay. | | 
4 XL, 1 
| | | | | 
i | 
BY By I. Macnally, Ef. 


Is greenwood-ſhade, or winding dell, 


We merry maids and archers dwell ; | 
In quiet, free from worldly ſtrife, 

We paſs a cheerful rural life; 

And, by the meon's pale, quiv'ring beams, 
We friſk it near the cryſtal ſtreams. 


Our ſtation's near the King's highway 

We rob the rich the poor to pay; a { 
The woe-worn wretch we ſtill protect; 
The widow, orphan, ne'er neglect; 

- Fat churchmen proud we cauſe to Rand, 

! | And whiſtle for our Ready band. 


V xxxi 


WalrrEN AN NO 1600. 


How merrily we l ive that ſhepherds be! 
Roundelays ftill we ſing, with merry glee, 

On the pleaſant downs; 

Where, as our flocks we ſee, 
We feel no cares, we fear not Fortune's frowns ; 


We have no envy, which ſweet mirth confounds. 


XLII. 


Liv and love, enjoy the fair; 
Baniſh ſorrow, baniſh care; 
Mind not what old dotards ſay; 
Age bas had his ſhare of play; 
But Youth's ſport begins to-day, 


From the fruits of ſweet Delight 
Let no ſcare-crow Virtue fright ; 
Here in Pleaſure's vineyards, we 
Rove, like birds, from tree to tree; 
Careleſs, airy, gay, and free. 


XLIII. 
By L. Macnally, Eſq. 


WI three archers be, 
Rangers that rove thro' the North country, 
Lovers of ven'ſon and liberty, 

Who value not honours or money. 


rr 
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We three good fellows be, 
Who never yet ran from three times three, 
Quarter-ſtaff, broadſword, or bowmanry : 
But give us fair play for our money, 
We three merry men be, 
At a laſs, ora glaſs under greenwood-tree ; 
Jocundly chaunting our ancient glee, 
Though we have not a penny of money. 
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XLIV. 


CUMMER, 


Wurz the murm'ring river flows, 
Where the weeping willows play 
We enjoy a cool repoſe, . 
From the buſy glare of day. 


Summer's heat diſturbs the breaſt x 

The paſſions ſhou!d be calm and fil! ; 
Ev'ry thought is lull'd to reſt, 

By the ſweetly tinkling rill. 
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XLV. 


Fair and ſweet, 
Trim and neat, | 
Springs the bluſhing roſe in May; 
Summer paſt, 
Autumn's blaſt 
Shrinks its beauteous leaves away. 


| 1 3 S. XXX14 


But the mind, 
Chaſte, refin'd, 
Warm'd by Virtue's cheering ray, 
Ever blows : 
That freſh roſe, 
Time itſelf can ne'er decay.“ 


XLVI. 


By Henry Bate Dudley. 


How merrily we live that ſoldiers be! 

Round the world thus we march with merry glee: 
On the pleaſant downs ſometimes encamp'd we lie; 
No cares we know, but Fortune's frowns defy, 

So long as we can ſee our colours fly. 


—C_— — — — — 
XLVII. 


Cour live with me, and be my love, 
And we will all the pleaſures prove, 
That grove and vailey, hill and ſiel d, 
Or woods and ſtcepy mountains yield: 
And 1 will make thee beds of roſes, 
And twine a thouſand fragrant poſies; 
A cap of flow'rs, and kural Kirtle 
Embroider'd o'cr with leaves of myrtle ; 


Vor. x. d 
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A belt of ſtraw, and ivy buds, 


A coralclaſp, and amber ſtuds; 


And if theſe pleaſures may thee move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 
The ſhepherd ſwains ſhall dance and ſing, 


For thy delight, each May-morning : 


If joys like theſe thy mind may move, £ 
Come live with me, and be my love. 


Ot — — — rm 


XLVIII. 


Baccuvs, Jove's delightful boy, 
Gen'rous God of wine and joy, 
Still exhilarates my foul 

With the. raptures of the bowl : 
Then with feather'd feet I bound, 
Dancing in a feſtive round; 
Then I feel, in ſparkling wine, 
Tranſports delicate, divine ; 
Then the ſprightly muſic charms, 
Songs delight, and beauty. warms. 
Debonair, and light, and gay, 
Thus I dance the hours away. 


—— E . d 
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XLIX. 
Cour, my good fellows, and quit the bower, | z 
The ſun no longer ſeems to lowr; | 9 
Your arrows bring, your bows of yew, F 
With ſilver typs and ſilken clue 


And let the luſty bugle horn 

Tell of the death of deer forlorn; 
With fatal note reſounding, 

What tho' he be ſwift and bounding, 
The horn, the horn, the luſty horn 
Shall tell of the death of deer forlorn. 


L. 


Conmon'y to duſt, beneath this None, 
In manhood's prime, is Damon Jaid ; 

Joyleſs he liv'd, and died unknown, 1 
In bleak Misfortune*'s barren ſhade. 


Lov'd by the Muſe, but lov'd in vain, 
*Twas Beauty drew his ruin on 

He ſaw young Daphne on the plain ; 
He lov'd, believ'd, and was undone. 


Beneath this ſtone the youth is laid; 
O!] greet his aſhes with a tear: 

May Heav'n with bleſſings crown his ſhade, 
And grant that peace he wanted here! 


Cons, come all noble ſouls, who, ſkill'd in muſic's art, 
Do join 1n this ſociety to bear a part ; 

For in this pleaſant grove we'll fit, we'll drink and bng, 

And imitate thoſe cheerful birds now, in the ſpring. 

The Muſes nine ſhall know, and all mot. plainly fee, 

Our ofF'ring at their ſhrine is love and harmony. d 2 
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LII. 


WII does wonders ev'ry day, 
Makes the heavy light and gay; 
Throws off all their melancholy ; 
Makes the wiſeſt go aſtray, 
And the buſy toy and play, 
And the poor and needy jolly. 


Wine makes trembling cowards bold, 
Men in years forget they're old; 
Women leave their coy diſdaining, 
Who till then were ſhy and cold; 
Makes the niggard ſlight his gold, 
And the ſerious, entertaining. 


LIII. 


Wurz the bee ſucks, there lurk I; 
In a cowſlip's bell I lie : 
There I couch when owls do cry; 
On the bat's back I do fly 
After ſun-ſet merrily. 
Merrily, merrily ſhall I live now, 
Under the bloſſoms that hang on the bough 


LIV. 


Haxx! bark the lark at heav'n's gate lings, 
And Phaoabus gins ariſe, 
His ſteeds to water at thoſe ſprings, 
On chalic'd flow'rs that lies: 
And winking Mary-buds begin 
To ope their golden eyes : 
With ev'ry thing that pretty is, 
My Lady ſweet, ariſe, 


LV. 


By L. Macnally, Eſq. 


H axx the leafy woods reſounding 
Echo to the bugle horn; 

Swift the ſtag, with vigour bounding, 

 Leaps the brake, and clears the thorn, 


Fv'ry art his cunning trying, 
Shafts arreſt his eager flight ; 

High he leaps, the hounds full crying, 
Now he's vaniſh'd from our fight, 


Twanging bows with death purſuing, 
Now he rears and turns his head, 

Bays the dogs; but nought from ruin, 
Nought can fave——he falls—he's dead! 
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Sound the horn, huzza in chorus, 
We are free from care, my boys; 
Rural pleaſures lie before us, 
Health, and length, and ſtrength of joys. 


LVI. 
WRAITTEN ARNO 1590. 


Fix Phillis I ſaw fitting all alone, 
Feeding her flock near to the mountain's fide ; 
The ſhepherd knew not whither ſhe was gone: 
In ſearch of his lover Amyntas hied. 
Up and down he wander'd, 
Up and down he wander'd, 
Up and down he wander'd, 
While ſhe was miſſing: 
But when he found her, 
O] then they fell a-kiſling ; 
O] then they fell a-kiſſing. 


LVII. 


FROM APOLLO TURN'D STROLLER, 


By Sir Jolm Oldmixon. 4 


How merrily we live that ſtrollers be! 
Cheertully, thus we chaunt our merry glee; A 
Oft with Shakeſpeare's muſe we jocund play, 3 
Repeat his ſtrains with joy the livelong day, 
And each revolving month with us is May. 
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LVIII. 


To ſheep-ſhear, my boys! pipe and tabor ſtrike up; 
Let's not loſe a moment, briſk, puſh round the cup; 

Our wool is all hous'd, and our toil!s all o'er, 

Our barns are well ſtock'd, now we'll dance on the floor, 
Come, neighbours! with hearts and with voices 1n tune, 
Rejoice at our feſtival ſheep-ſhear in June; 

Take each a full jug, drink ſucceſs to the fleece, 

And only with day-light let merriment ceaſe. 


. 


H ven to peace each ruder wind, 
Purling rills in ſilence roll, 

Whule, on roſy beds reclin'd, 
Slecps the charmer of my ſoul, 


Chaſte Diana, watch my treaſure, 
Guard her beauty from alarms; 

Let no Satyr's wanton pleaſure 
Dare invade her blooming charms. 


Somnus, god of balmy reſt, 
Sweetly ſlumb' ring, let her prove 
Rv'ry joy, which Strephon bleſt 
Could beſtow in waking love. 


xl LYRIC REPOSITORY. 
| | 
| 
7 
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LX. fy 
| Acis AND GALATEA. 4 
Tux flocks ſhall leave the mountains, 
The woods the turtle dove, 


The nymphs forſake the fountains, 
Ere I forſe ke my love. 

Torture! ſury ! rage ! deſpair! 

I cannot, cannot, cannot bear. 


Not ſhow'rs to larks more pleaſing, 
Nor ſunſhine to the bee; 
Not geep to toll ſo eaſing, 
As theſe dear ſmiles to me. 
Fly ſwift, thou maſſy ruin, fly: 
Die, preſumptuous Acts, die! 
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[ ü | O THE pleaſure of the plains! 
i | Happy nymphs, and happy ſwains, 


tf Harmleſs, merry, fret and gay, 
'F Dance and ſport the hours away. 
is For us the Zephyr blows, 


I | | For us diſtils the dew ; 


1 For us unfolds the role, 

if Aud flow'rs diſplay their hue. i 
18 | : 
if | For us the Winters rain, | ; 
ih | For us the Summers ſhine ; 

il | Spring iwells for us the grain, 7 
| | And Autumn blceds the vine. 2 
1 
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I. 
By L. Macknally, Eſq, 


Tus northern blaſt, that chilling blows 
Adown the mountain's ſnowy ſide, 

The tendril bites, and blights the roſe, 
And withers all the valley's pride, 


More fatal bites not, through the grove, 
The Winter's ſharp and canker'd tooth, 

Than doth the blight of hopeleſs love 
The tender bud of hapleſs youth. 


— . —— 


II. 
To A NIGHTINCALE, 
By Miſs Smath.,. 


Poos melancholy bird, that all night long 
Tell'ſt to the moon thy tale of tender woe; 
From what ſad cauſe can ſuch ſweet ſorrow flow, 
And whence this mournful melody of ſong ? 
Vol. I. | B 


r rn 
8333 


Ar ⁵˙ AA CE A 


6 


— 


[RES 


Rn 


re 
a — — 


1 LYRIC. REPOSITORY. 


Thy poet's muſing fancy would tranſlate 


What mean the ſounds that ſwell thy little breaſt, 
When ſtill at dewy eve thou leav'ſt thy neſt, 


Thus to the hitening night to ſing thy fate. 


Pale Sorrow's victims wert thou once among, 


Tho? now releas'd in woodlands wild to rove, 
Or haſt thou felt from friends ſome cruel wrong, 

Or diedſt thou martyr of diſaſtrous love? 
Ah! ſongſtreſs ſad ! that ſuch my lot might be, 
To ſigh and ſing at hberty---like thee ! 


III. 
To THE Sou TH- Dow Ns. 


By Miſs Smith. 


Ay, hills belov'd ! where once, an happy child, 


Your becchen ſhades, * your turf, your flowers among,“ 
„ 0 


I wove your bluc-bells into garlands wild, 
And woke your echoes with my artleſs ſong! 


Ah, hills belov'd ! your turf, your flowers remain ; 
But can they peace to this ſad breaſt. reſtore, 


For one poor moment ſoothe the ſenſe of pain, 


And teach a breaking heart to throb no more ? 


And you, Aruna! in the vale below, 

As to the ſea your limpid waves you bear, 
Can you one kind Lethean cup beſtow, 

To drink a long oblivion to my care ? 


Ah, no !---when all, &en hope's laſt ray is gone, 


There's no oblivion-—but in death alone! 


. * 5 


N , 1 
3 ; 8 
E E ON AOL 
* „ * T 


FF 
eee 


2 
Ya 


& 


INT, toy 
E . 


** 


I 
* 
8 
% 
71 
* 
13 
a 
* 
e : 
x8 
by 
* BOLT 
1 y 
- ww. 
7 
£78 
- 
* * 


ELEGIAC, PASTORAL, and PATHETI C. 


3 


IV. 


By Francis Ireland. 


Wurz weeping yews and nodding cypreſs wave, 


In awful gloom, around thy moſly grave, 


Let nymphs and ſhepherds yearly tribute bring, | 
And ftrew the earlieſt vi'lets of the ſpring. 

Let fairy-footſteps trace the midnight round, 
And guard from ev'ry ill the hallow'd ground ; 
There drooping Love and Friendſhip oft appear, 
And Virtue greets thine aſhes with a tear. 


R * 
V. | 
Tux Bud or THE Ros E. 


Hen mouth, with a ſmile 
Devoid of all guile, 
Half open to view 
Is the bud of the roſe, 
In the morning that blows, 
Impearl'd with the dew. 


More fragrant her breath 
Than the flow'r-ſcented heath 
At the dawning of day ; 

The hawthorn in bloom, 
The lily's perfume, 
Or the bloſſoms of May, 
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VI, 


Mary's DREAM. 


Tus moon had climb'd the higheſt hill 
Which riſes o'er the ſource of Dee, 
And from the Eaſtern ſummit ſhed 
Her ſilver light on tow'r and tree; 
When Mary laid her down to ſleep, 
Her thoughts on Sandy far at ſea : 
Then ſoft and low a voice was heard 
Say, Mary, weep no more for me.” 


She from her pillow gently rais'd 
Her head, to aſk who there might be; 
And ſaw young Sandy ſhiv'ring ſtand, 
With pallid cheek, and hollow eye : 
O! Mary dear, cold is my clay; 
It lies beneath a ſtormy ſea: 
Far, far from thee I ſleep in death; 
So, Mary, weep no more for me. 


Three ſtormy nights and ſtormy days 
We toſs'd upon the raging main; 

And long we ſtrove our bark to ſave, 
But all our ſtriving was in vain. 

E'en then, when horror chill'd my blood, 
My heart was fill'd with love of thee : 

The ſtorm is paſt, and I at reſt ; 
So, Mary, weep no more tor me. 


© O! maiden dear, thyſelf prepare ; 
We ſoon ſhall meet upon that ſhore, 

Where love is free from doubt or care ; 
And thou and I ſhall part no more.” 
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Loud crow'd the cock ; the ſhadow fled ; 
No more of Sandy could ſhe ſee : 

But ſoft the paſſing ſpirit ſaid, 
Sweet Mary, weep no more for me.“ 


VII. 


Tk BEE, 


Au! ſilly elf! that roſe to ſip, 
While Delia ſleeping lies! 

You little fool, go taſte her lip; 
Devour her balmy ſighs ; 


Thoſe lips, which make the roſe look pale, 
Eclipſe its brighteſt hue ; 

Her neck the lily of the vale; 
Her eyes the vi'lets blue. 


Her charms ſurpaſs the flow'rs of Spring : 
Oh! ſoftly them invade ; | 
Nor dare to uſe your venom'd ſting, 
To wound the charming maid. 


VIII. 
MApRICAL. 
Tranſlated from the French by David Garrick, Efe. 


For me my Fair a wreath has wove, 
Where rival flow'rs in union meet ; 

As oft ſhe kiſs'd the gift of love, 
Her breath gave ſweetneſs to the ſweet, 
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A bee within a damaſk roſe 
Had crept, the nectar'd dew to fip ; 
But leſſer ſweets the thief foregoecs, 
And faſtens on Louiſa's lip. 


There taſting all the ſweets of Spring, 
Wak'd by the rip'ning breath of May, 

Th' ungrateful ſpoiler left the ſting, 
And with the honey fled away. 


Then to th' affrighted Fair I flew; 
And, haſting to relieve the ſmart, 

I kiſs'd the gentle maid, and drew 
The ſubtle poiſon to my heart. 


IX, 
JIEssv. 
By William Shakeſpeare, Eſq. 
My bliſs too long my bride denies ; 


Apace the waſting Summer flies : 
Nor yet the wint'ry blaſts I fear; 
Nor ſtorms nor night ſhall keep me here, 


What may for ſtrength with ſteel compare ? 
O! Love has fetters ſtronger far: 
By bolts of ſteel are limbs confin'd, 


But cruel Love enchains the mind. 


No longer then perplex thy breaſt; 

When thoughts torment, the firſt are beſt : 
Tis mad to go, 'tis death to ſtay ; 

Away, my Jeſſy, haſte away. 
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x. 
To ARDELIA. 
By G. Reate, Eſq, 


Wer come to the new-born Year, 
Lo! it comes by Hope attended ; 
Future Seafons too appear, 


All with future pleaſures blended. 


Mark, Ardelia, mark their brow, _ | 
With how ſweet a ſmile they greet us!. 
O may ever Time, as now, 
With ſo kind an aſpect meet us! 


Doom'd with thee my courſe to bend, 
Ev'ry path of life's inviting ; 


Thou my wife, companion, friend, 


Alh is ſunſhine, all delighting. 


Unregarded ſeaſons roll'd, 

Ere my choice had thee ſelected; 
Now they happineſs unfold, 

Not a moment flies neglected. 


*Tis not fortune, 'tis not ſtate, 

»Tis not what the World ſo prizes, 
In the mind can bliſs create ;“ 

Far above ſuch toys it riſes. 


*Tis the joy exalted hearts | 

Feel, while each to each a bleſſing ; 
And, by all endearing arts, 

Ever ſtill their love expreſſing. 
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Such the pleaſures we partake ; 
And, if lengthen'd years be giv'n, 

Virtue join'd with Peace ſhall make 
Home a temporary heav'n. 


XI. 
To SLEEP, 


By David Garrick, Eſq. 


Yer awhile, ſweet Sleep, deceive me, 
Fold me in thy downy arms; 
Let not Care awake to grieve me; 
Lull me with thy potent charms, 


I, a turtle, doom'd to ſtray, | 
Quitting yours, the parent's neſt, 
Find each bird a bird of prey; 


Sorrow knows not where to reſt. 


* r CY 


XII. 
By George Keate, £/q. 


A xv muſt I ever vent my ſighs in air? 
Tho' with a true, yet fruitleſs paſſion burn? 
In ſorrow ſtill lament my abſent Fair? 
And will her truant ſteps no more return? 


Ah me! I fear ſhe will diſown the plain, 
Our humble village, and our peaceful green; 
Elſe in the noiſy town ſhe'd ne'er remain 
When Spring invites her to the ſylvan ſcenc. 


— — 


ELEGIAC, PASTORAL, and PATHETIC. 


She, who was firſt to pluck the early roſe, 
And twine a garland for the May-pole's head ; 


She, whom our feſtive virgins ever choſe 


Their rural leader, is unkindly fled ! 


Why tarries thus my Fair, when Nature ſheds 
Her gay profuſion o'er the riſing year; 

When for my flocks the mead its treaſure ſpreads, 
And woods and lawns 1n vernal pride anpear ? 


Perhaps fome poliſh'd lover courts thy ſmile, 
And pours his flatt'ring accents in thine ear; 

Or does ſome wealthy Lord thine heart beguile, 
And keep thee abſent from thy ſhepherd here? 


O! let not Wealth or Flatt'ry warp thy mind : 
Their blandiſhments will ſoon deceitful prove; 

And thou their victim then too late may'ſt find, 
That artleſs Truth alone is iriend to Love 


Love lights his torch at Virtue's ſacred fires, 
He comes in ſweet ſimplicity array'd ; 

Far from the pomp of life by choice retires, 
And ſeeks the covert of its tranquil ſhade. 


No lands have I, no honours to diſplay, 
Alike to fortune, as to fame, unknown ; 

I only boaſt a heart that mourns thy Ray, 
A faithful heart. that beats for thee alone. 


The bloom of May, like thee, that's ever fair, 
The brook clear-bubbling, and the cooling breeze, 
E'cn the mirth-moving bag-pipe, ſoe to care, 
When thou art from me. loſe their pow'r to pleaſe, 
Vol I. 6 
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Ah! what avails to tread the flow'ry field, 

Or view the landſcape from the clifted ſteep ? 

No objects now their wonted pleaſure yield, 
But ſeem like me to languiſh, and to weep. 


While my companions mingle in the dance, 
And each is jocund with his conſtant maid, 

I muſe on thee, bewail my own miſchance, 
And, ſullen, ft me down beneath the ſhade. 


Return once more, {ſweet nymph, and Joy excite, 
Bright as thyſelf ſhall nature then ſeem dreſt ; 
Bring back thy bluſhing graces to my ſight, 


Reward my truth, and make thy ſhepherd bleſt. 


— —_— _ — — 


XIII. 
By Dr. Blacklock. 


V rivers ſo limpid and clear, 
Who reflect, as in cadence you flow, 
All the beauties that vary the year, 
All the flow'rs on your margins that grow! 
How bleſt on your banks could I dwell, 
Were Meliſſa the pleaſure to ſhare, 
And teach your ſweet echoes to tell 
With what fondneſs I doat on the Fair! 


Ye harveſts, that wave in the breeze 
As far as the view can extend! 
Le mountains, umbrageous with trees, 
Whoſe tops ſo majeſtic aſcend! 
Your landſcape what joy to ſurvey, 
| Were Meliſſa with me to admire ! 
Then the harveſt would glitter, how gay! 
How majeſtic the mountains aſpire ! 


. 
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In penſive regret whilſt I rove, 

The fragrance of flow'rs to inhale ; 
Or watch from the paſtures and grove, 
Each muſic that floats on the gale ; 

Alas! the deluſion how vain ! 
Nor odours nor harmony pleaſe 
A heart agonizing with Pain, 
Which tries ev'ry poſture for eaſe, 


If anxious to flatter my woes, 
Or the languor of abſence to cheer, 
Her breath I would catch in the roſe, 
Or her voice in the nightingale hear, 
To cheat my deſpair of its prey, 
What object her charms can aſſume ? 
How harſh is the nightingale's lay 
Mow inſipid the roſe's pertume ! 


Ye zephyrs that viſit my Fair, 
Ye ſun-beams around her that play, 
Does her ſympathy dwell on my care ? 
Does ſhe number the hours of my ſtay * 
Firſt periſh ambition and wealth, 
Firſt periſh all-elſe that 1s dear, 
Ere one ſigh ſhould eſcape her by ſtealth, 
Ere my abſence ſhould coſt her one tear. 


When, when ſhall her beauties once more 
This deſolate boſom ſurpriſe ? 
Ye Fates! the bleſt moments reſtore 
When I baſk'd in the beams of her eyes; 
When, with ſweet emulation of heart, 
Our kindneſs we ſtruggled to ſhow ; 
But the more that we ſtrove to impart, 
We telt it more ardently glow, 
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XIV. 
By William Shakeſpeare, E/q. 


To keep my gentle Jeſſy, 
What labour would ſeem hard? 
Each toilſome taſk how eaſy, 
Her love the ſweet reward! 


The bee thus, uncomplaining, 
Eſteems no toil ſevere ; 

The ſweet reward obtaining 
Of honey, all the year, 


XV. 


By Mrs, Barbauld, 


As near a weeping ſpring reclin'd, 
The beauteous Araminta pin'd, 


And mourn'd a falſe ungrateful youth ; 


While dying echoes caught the ſound, 
And ſpread the ſoft complaints around 


Of broken vows and alter'd truth ; 


An aged ſhepherd heard her moan, 
And thus in pity's kindeſt tone 
Addreſs'd the loſt, deſpairing maid : 
© Ceaſe, ceaſe, unhappy Fair, to grieve ; 
For ſounds, tho? ſweet, can ne'er relieve 
A breaking heart by love betray'd. 
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© Why ſhouldſt thou waſte ſuch precious ſhow'rs, 


That fall ike dew on wither'd flow'rs, 
But dying paſſion ne'er reſtor'd ? 

In Beauty's empire is no mean; 

And woman, either ſlave or queen, 
Is quickly ſcorn'd when not ador'd. 


* Thoſe liquid pearls from either eye, 
Which might an Eaſtern empire buy, 
Unvalued here and fruitleſs fall; 

No art the ſeaſon can renew 


When love was young, and Damon true, 


No tears a wand'ring heart recal. 


_ © Ceaſe, ceaſe to grieve; thy tears are vain, 


Should thoſe fair orbs in drops of rain 
Vie with a weeping ſouthern ſky : 
For hearts o'ercome with love and grief 
All nature yields but one relief ; 
Die, hapleſs Araminta, die!“ 


| p —— N | 
XVI. 


Hor. 


Horz, thou ſource of ev'ry bleſſing, 
Parent of each joy divine! 

Ev'ry balmy {ſweet poſſeſſing, 
Ev'ry promis'd bliſs be thine, 


Softeſt friend to heart-ſelt anguiſh, | 
Lend, O ! lend thy pow'rful aid ; 

Bid the lover ceaſe to languiſh, 
Cheer the fond deſpairing maid. 
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XVIL 


By Mrs. Barbauld. 


Wurs gentle Celia firſt I knew, 
A breaſt ſo good, ſo kind, ſo true, 
Reaſon and taſte approv'd ; 
Pleas'd to indulge ſo pure a flame, 
I call'd it by too ſoft a name, 
And fondly thought I lov'd ; 


Till Chloris came. With ſad ſurpriſe, 
I felt the lightning of her eyes 
Thro? all my ſenſes run; 
All glowing with reſiſtleſs charms, 
She fill'd my breaſt with new alarms ; 
I ſaw, and was undone, 


O Celia! dear unhappy maid, 
Forbear the weakneſs to upbraid, 
Which ought your ſcorn to move: 
I know this beauty falſe and vain, 
I know ſhe triumphs in my pain ; 
Yet ſtill I feel I love. 


Thy gentle ſmiles no more can pleaſe, 
Nor can thy ſoſteſt friendſhip eaſe 
The torments I endure : 
Think what that wounded breaſt muſt feel 
Which truth and kindneſs cannot heal, 
Nor een thy pity cure. 


Oft ſhall J curſe my iron chain, 
And wiſh again thy milder reign 
With Jong and vain regret : 
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ELEGIAC, PASTORAL, and PATHETIC. 


All that I can, to thee I give; 


And could I ſtill to reaſon live, 


I were thy captive yet. 


But paſſion's wild, impetuous ſea 
Hurries me far from peace and thee, 
*T'were vain to ſtruggle more: 


Thus the poor ſailor flumb'ring lies, 


While ſwelling tides around him riſe, 
And puſh his bark from ſhore. 


In vain he ſpreads his helpleſs arms, 


His pitying friends with fond alarms 
In vain deplore his ſtate ; 

Still far and farther from the coaſt, 

On the high ſurge his bark is toſt, 
And found'ring yields to fate. 


— p ³˙ù— 


XVIII. 
rr. 


By W. Tackſor.. 


True has not thinn'd my flowing hair, 


Nor bent me with his iron hand; 
Ah! why ſo ſoon the bloſſom tear. 
Ere Autumn yet the fruit demand“ 


Let me enjoy the cheerful day, 

Till many a year has o'er me rol}; 
Pleas'd let me trifle life away, 

And ſing of Love ere 1 grow Id. 
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XIX. 


By Mr. Cunningham. | 


Wourre the fond zephyr thro' the woodbine plays, 
And wakes ſweet fragrance in the mantling bow'r, 


Near to that grove my lovely bridegroom ſtays 
Impatient— for 'tis paſt the promis'd hour. 


Lend me thy light, O ever-ſparkling ſtar ! 
Bright Heſper ! in thy glowing pomp array'd, 
Look down, look down, from thy all-glorious car, 
And beam protection on a wand'ring maid, 


*Tis to eſcape the penetrating ſpy, 
And paſs unnotic'd from malignant ſight, 
This dreary waſte, full reſolute, I try, 
And truſt my footſteps to the ſhades of night. 


The moon has ſlipt behind an envious cloud; 
Her ſmiles, ſo gracious, I no longer view: 

Let her remain behind that envious ſhroud, 
My hopes, bright Heſperus ! depend on you. 


No rancour ever reach'd my harmleſs breaſt ; 
I hurt no birds, nor rob the buſtling bee : 

Hear then what Love and Innocence requeſt, 
And ſhed your kindeſt influence on me. 


Thee Venus loves---Firſt twinkler of the ſky, 
Thou art her ſtar-—-in golden radience gay: 
On my diſtreſſes caſt a pitying eye, 
Aſſiſt me---for, alas! I've loſt my way. 
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I fee the darling of my ſoul---my love! 
Expreſſion can't the mighty rapture tell: 

He leads me to the boſom of the grove: _ 
Thanks, gentle ſtar---kind Heſperus, farewel. 


XX. 


Tug Ros. 


Resr, beauteous flow'r, and bloom anew, 
To court my paſſing love; 

Glow in his eve with brighter hue, 
And all thy form improve. 


And while thy balmy odours ſtcal, 
To meet his equal breath, 

Let thy ſoft bluſh. for mine, reveal 
TH imprinted kils beneath. 


PRI —  — —— — ESE m———o—w—__———_—_ 
XXI. 
By W. Sherftone, Eig. 
How pleas'd, within my native bow'rs, 
Erewhile I paſs'd the day! 


Was ever ſcene fo deck'd with flow'rs ? 
Were ever flow'rs ſo gay ? 


How ſweetly ſmil'd the hill, the vale. 
And all the landſcape round! 
The river gliding down the dale, 
The hill with beeches crown' ! 
Vor. I. 2 
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N o more the feſtive train I'll join: 


No ſwain to guide, no dog to keep, 
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But now, when, urg'd by tender woes, 
I ſpecd to meet my dear, 

That hill and ſtream my zeal oppoſe, 
And check my fond career, 


No more, ſince Daphne was my theme, 
Their wonted charms I ſee : 

That verdant hill and ſilver ſtream 
Divide my love and me. 


| a 
XXII. 


LovVE AND DESPAIR. 


Adieu! ye rural ſports, adieu! 

For what, alas! have griefs like mine 
With paſtimes or delights to do? 
Let hearts at eaſe ſuch pleaſures prove; 

But 1 am all deſpair and love. 


Ah, well-a-day! how chang'd am I !--- 
When late I ſeiz'd the rural reed, 

So ſoft my ſtrains, the herds hard by 
Stood gazing, and forgot to feed : 

But now my ſtrains no longer move; 

They're diſcord all, deſpair, and love. 


Bchold around my ſtraggling ſheep, 
The faireſt once upon the lea; 


Unſhorn they ſtray, nor mark'd by me. 
The ſhepherds mourn to ſee them rove; 
They aſk the cauſe ; I anſwer, Love. 
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ELECIAC, PASTORAL, and PATHETIC. 


Neglected love firſt taught my eyes 
With tears of anguiſh to o'erflow ; 
"Tis that which fill'd my breaſt with ſighs, 


And tun'd my pipe to notes of woe : 
Love has occaſion'd all my ſmart, 


Diſpers'd my flock, and broke my heart. 
—— —ñ 
XXIII. 
Tre Harey SHEPHERD. 


By F. J. 


W irs the ſun I riſe at morn, 
Haſte my flocks into the mead ; 
By the fields of yellow corn, | 
There my gentle lambkins feed: 
Ever ſportive, ever gay, 


While the merry pipe I play. 


. Lovely Mira Joins the ſtrain ; 


Calls the wand'rer to its mate: 
Her ſweet voice can ſoothe each pain, 
And make the troybled heart elate: 
Ever cheerful, ever gay, 


While the merry pipe I play. 


When from Winter's rugged arms 
Zephyrs fleeting leave the grove, 
Mira cheers me with her charms; 
For her ſong is tun'd to love: 
Ever happy, ever gay, 
On the merry pipe I play. 
| D 2 
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LYRIC REPOSITORY. 


Tho? no ſplendour deck my cot, 
With my Fair I live content; 

May 1t be my happy lot, 

Still to love, and ne'er repent ; 

While, at dawn and ſetting day, 

On the merry pipe 1 play! 


By Lord Lyttelton, 


Aov1tv to the village delights, 
Which lately my fancy enjoy'd ! 
No longer the country invites; 

To me all its pleaſures are void. 
Adicu, thou ſweet health-breathing hi!!! 
Thou canſt not my comfort reſtore: 
For ever adieu, my dear vill! 

My Lucy, alas! is no more. 


She, ſhe was the cure of my pain, 
My bleſſing, my honour, my pride: 
She ne'er gave me cauſe to complain, 
Till that fatal day when ſhe died. 
Her eyes, that ſo beautiful ſhone, 
Are cloſed for ever in ſleep; 
And mine, ſince my Lucy is gone, 
Have nothing to do but to weep. 


Could my tears the bright angel reſtore, 
Like a fountain, they never ſhould ceaſe; 


But Lucy, alas! is no more, 


And I am a ſtranger to peace. 
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ELEGIAC, PASTORAL, and PATHETIC, 21 


Let me copy, with fervour devout, 
The virtues that glow'd in her heart; 
Then ſoon, when life's ſand 1s run out, 


We ſhall meet again, never to part, 
- —} — ⁰ ⏑⏑ — — 
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| By Mr. Gay. 
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Viscixs are like the fair flow'r in its luſtre, 
Which in the garden enamels the ground; 
There the bees hover, and murmur, and cluſter, 

And gaudy butterflies frolic around. 


But, when once pluck'd, 'tis no longer alluring ; 
To Covent-Garden *tis brought, while yet ſweet; _ 
There droops, and fades, and grows paſt all enduring; 
Rots, ſtinks, and dies, and 1s trod under feet. | 


= — — | | | 
XXVI. 


Tat CorrACER's WIS U. 


Wurxr the light cannot pierce, in a grove of tall trees, 
With my Fair-one as blooming as May, „ 
Undiſturb'd by all ſound but the ſighs of the breeze, 
Let me paſs the hot noon of the day. 


When the Sun, leſs intenſe, to the weſtward inclines, 
For the meadows the groves we'll forſake, ' 
And ſee the rays dance, as inverted he ſhines 
On the face of ſome river or lake; 
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Where my Faireſt and I, on its verge as we pals, 
(For 'tis ſhe that muſt ſtill be my theme) 

Our ſhadows may view on the watery glaſs, 
While the fiſh are at play in the ſtream. 


May the herds ceaſe to low, and the lambkins to bleat, 
When ſhe ſings me ſome amorous ſtrain ; 

All be ſilent and huſh'd, unleſs echo repeat 
The kind words and ſweet ſounds back again! 


And when we return to our cottage at night, 
Hand in hand as we ſauntering ſtray, 
Let the Moon's filver beams through the leaves give us light, 
Juſt direct us, and chequer our way. 


Let the nightingale warble its notes in our walk, 
As thus gently and ſlowly we move; 


And let no ſingle thought be expreſs'd in our talk, 


But of friendſhip improv'd into love. 


Thus enchanted each day with theſe rural delights, 
And ſecure from ambition's alarms, 


Soft love and repoſe ſhall divide all our nights, 
And each morning ſhall riſe with new charms, 
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XXVII. 


TuE INVITATION. 


Tux noon-tide ſun the fields had gilded o'er, 

And drain'd the dew-drops with his fervid beams 
To crop the herbage cattle had forbore, 

And ſought refreſhment from the ſhaded ſtreams: 
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ELEGIAC, PASTORAL, and PATHETIC. 23 


The glowing void around was all ſerene, 
And filence exercis'd a loneſome ſway ; 

Save where the whiſp'ring graſshoppers, unſeen, 
Enjoy'd with ecſtaſy the golden day: 


When to a fragrant myrtle-grove withdrew 
The fond Palemon---hapleſs ſhepherd-ſwain ! 

His languid limbs upon the ground he threw, 
And in theſe artleſs lays expreſs'd his pain: 


© Muſt I, devoid of hope, for ever pine, 
The deſtin'd prey of unrelenting love? 
O Amaryllis ! can a breaſt like thine 
So kind and gentle---yet ſo cruel prove? 


© What though my coffers hide no precious ore, 
Nor gilded canopies o'erhang my head ? 

With Amaryllis I requeſt no more; 
Yon cot my palace---and my court, this ſhade, 


© But ſee, my love, to heighten our delight, 

The ſcented ſhrubs their flow'rets fair diſplay ; 
The jeſſamines, in ſparkling beauty bright, 

Pour forth freſh fragrance on the ſmiling day. 


The myrtle alſo, and the laurel, join'd 

With ev'ry ſhining flow'r that decks the grove, 
In curious wreathings artfully entwin'd, _ 
Shall form a charming garland for my love. 


*And when the ruddy Sun deſcends the ſkies, 
To yield his empire to the ſtarry train; 

When ev'ning's gale in ſofteſt murmur ſighs, 
And drops of dew impearl the ſhadowy plain; 


— . ——— ha 


— . WT; TR 2075; 
e ee D 


— 


— — 


Dr 


— ati, — "A 2 — — — 


—— — —ꝛ——ñ 3g — — : 


24 LYRIC REPOSITORY, 


© Then, hand in hand, we'll hie us to the ſhade, 


Together on the verdant bank recline ; 


While chaſte deſires our ardent ſouls pervade ; 


And thou doſt gaze---and ſigh, and call me thine. 


* Where roams my fancy ?'---"Tis a dream, fond ſwain ! 


For Amaryllis ſcorns thy rural ſtore : 


She bids thee languiſh in unpitied pain, 


And never taſte the ſweets of comfort more, 


XXVII. 
Tuk CourLAINT. 


W azx once 1 with Phillida ſtray'd, 
Where rivers run murmuring by, 
I heard the ſoft vows that ſhe made : 
What ſwain was ſo happy as I ? 
My breaſt was a ſtranger to care, 
For my wealth by her kiſles I told ; 
I thought myſelf richer by far 
Than he that had mountains of gold. 


But now I am poor and undone, 

Her vows have prov'd empty and vain; 
The kiſſes I once thought my own 

Are beſtow'd on a happier ſwain : 
But ceaſe, gentle ſhepherd, to deem 

That her vows ſhall be conſtant and true ; 
They're as falſe as a midſummer dream, 

As fickle as midſummer dew. 
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| ELEGIAC, PASTORAL, and PATHETIC, 23 
O Phillis ! ſo fickle and fair, 


3 Why did you my love then approve ? 

; Had you frown'd on my ſuit, thro' deſpair 
} 1 ſoon had forgotten to love: 

; You ſmil'd, and your ſmiles were fo ſweet, 


You ſpoke, and your words were ſo kind, 
I could not ſuſpect the deceit, 


But gave my loole fails to the wind. 


When tempeſts the occan deform, 

And billows ſo mountainous roar, 
The pilot, ſecur'd from the ſtorm, 

Ne'er ventures his bark from the ſhore ; 

As ſoon as ſoft breezes ariſe, 
And ſmiles the falſe face of the ſea, 

His art he too credulous tries, 

And, failing, 1s ſhipwreck'd like me. 


XXIX. 


THE DESPAIRING LOVER, 


How can the Muſes lend their happy aid! 
Ah! how can Fancy brighten up the ſong ! 
Beauty and Love can only be diſplay'd, 
Where mutual paſſion does the theme prolong, 


There ſmiling Venus leads the happy hours ; 
There Cupid only lends his golden dart ; 

There lovers breathe their vows, in roſy bow'rs, 

And rapture plays alike around each heart, 
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26 LYRIC REPOSITORY. 


There may the Mules ev'ry wreath entwine; 
With notes ſeraphic ſtrike upon the ear: 

But melancholy thoughts alone are mine; 
And ev'ry proſpect diſmal, dark, and drear. 


For Love the tyrant triumphs in my breaſt, 
With all his force of jealouſies and fears; 
Nor will allow my ſoul one moment's reſt : 
My heart he breaks; my eyes ſuffuſe with tears, 


With garlands gay let others then be crown'd, 
And lead the bluſhing bride to Hymen's fane ; 

My temples, with dark yew and cypreſs bound, 
Shall beſt expreſs my ſorrow and my ſhame. 


XXX. 
CANZONET, 
By General Burgoyne. 


Fox tenderneſs framed in. life's earlieſt day, 

A parent's ſoft ſorrows to mine led the way; 
The leſſon of pity was caught from her eye, 
And, ere words were my own, I ſpoke in a ſigh, 


The nightingale plunder'd, the mate-widow'd dove, 
The warbled complaint of the ſuffering grove, 
Io youth as it ripen'd gave fentiment new, 
The object ſtill changing, the ſympathy true. 


Soft embers of paſſion yet reſt in the glow--- 


A warmth of more pain may this breaft never know ! 


Or, if too indulgent the bleſſing I claim, 


Let the ſpark drop from reaſon that wakens the flame, 


ELEGIAC, PASTORAL, and PATHETIC, 29 


XXXI. 
By John Milton. 


| Swręr Echo! ſweeteſt nymph ! that liv'ſt unſeen, 
| Within thine airy cell, 
| By flow Meander's margent green, 
And in the violet-embroider'd vale, 
Where the love-lorn nightingale 


Nightly to thee her ſad ſong mourneth well; 
Canſt thou not tell me of a gentle pair, 
That likeſt thy Narciſſus are ? 
Oh! if thou have hid them in ſome flow'ry cave, 
Tell me but where, | 

Sweet queen of parley, daughter of the ſphere ! 
So may'ſt thou be tranſlated to the ſkies, 

And give reſounding grace to all Heav'n's harmonies ! 


XXXII. 
Þ Tux RegQuest, 


Invuiotnt Powers, if ever 
You mark'd a tender vow, 

Oh, bend in kind compaſſion, 
And hear a lover now. 


For titles, wealth, and honours, 


While others crowd your ſhrine, 
I aſk this only bleſſing ; 
Let her I love be mine. 
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XXXIII. 


TE SEpucEkp FAIR. 


Sur came from the hills of the Weſt; 
A ſmile of contentment ſhe wore; 


Her heart was a garden of reſt 


But, ah! the ſweet ſeaſon is o'er. 


How oft, by the ſtreams in the wood, 
Delighted, ſhe'd ramble and rove! 
And, while ſhe ſtood marking the flood, 

Would tune up a ſtanza of love, 


In rural diverſion and play, 
The Summers glid ſmoothly along ; 
And her Winters paſs'd briſkly away, 
Cheer'd up with a tale or a ſong. 


At length a deſtroyer came by, 
A youth of more perſon than parts, 
Well ſkill'd in the arts of the eye, 
The conqueſt and havock of hearts. 


He led her by fountains and ſtreams, 
He woo'd her with ſonnets and books; 
He told her his tales and his dreams, 
And mark'd their effect in her looks. 


He taught her by midnight to roam, 
Where ſpirits and ſpectres affright ; 

For paſſions increaſe with the gloom, 
And caution expires with the light, 
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At length, like a roſe from the ſpray, 
Like a lily juſt pluckt from the ſtem, 

She droop'd, and ſhe faded away, 
Thrown by and neglected like them. 


XXXIV. 
To DELIA. 


By Lord Lyttelton, 


Tar heavy hours are almoſt paſt, 
That part my love and me; 

My longing eyes may hope at lait 
Their only wiſh to ſee ; 

But how, my Delia, will you meet 
The man you've loſt ſo long ? 

Will love in all your pulſes beat, 
And tremble on your tongue ? 


Will you in ev'ry look declare, 
Your heart is ſtill the ſame - 
And heal each idly anxious care, 

Our fears in abſence frame ? 
Thus, Delia, thus I paint the ſcene, 
| | When we ſhall ſhortly meet, 
And try what yet remains between 
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But if the dream, that ſoothes my mind, 
Shall falſe and groundleſs prove; 
| If I am doom'd at length to find, 
P You have forgot to love; 
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EG REPOSEHITOREYE 
All Jof Venus aſk is this, 


No more to let us join; 
But grant me here the flatt'ring bliſs, 
To die, and think you mine. 


XXXV. 


THE BASHFUL LOVER, 


Swzzr tyrant Love, but hear me now ; 
And cure, while young, the pleaſing ſmart ; : 
Or rather aid my trembling vow ; 
And teach me to reveal my heart. 


Tell her, whoſe goodneſs is my bane, 
Whoſe looks have ſmil'd my peace away, 

Ah! whiſper how ſhe gives me pain, 
While undeſigning, frank, and gay. 


*Tis not for common charms I figh ; 
Nor what the vulgar Beauty call ; 
*T1s not a lip, a cheek, an eye; 
But 'tis the ſoul that lights them all. 


For that I drop this tender tear 


For that I breathe this artleſs moan ; 
Oh! whiſper love into her ear; 
And make the baſhful lover known. 
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XXXVI, 


LAPD&x JANE Gray's LAMENTATION, 


Faso theſe dread walls, this melancholy tow'r, 
Doom'd the fad victim of relentlefs Pow'r; 
Where Ruin fits in gloomy pomp array'd, 

And circling Horrors ſpread their mourntul ſhade ; 
J {end the tribute of a ſhort'ning life, 

The laſt memorial of a faithful Wife: 

For ev'ry hope on this ſide Heav'n is fled, 

And Death's pale banner waves around my head. 
It yet perchance may cheer my Lord to know, 
That Suffolk's Daughter ſinks not with her woe : 
Beneath its weight I feel myſelf reſign'd; 

Though ſtrong its preſſure, ſtronger ſtill my mind. 
This duty paid to Thee, cach care is o'er, 

Nor my hard fortune ſhall diſtreſs me more. 


XXXVII. 
ADDRESS TO THE RIVER STOUR, 


Or thy banks, gentle Stour, when I'breath'd the ſoft flute 
To Chloe's ſweet accents, attention ſat mute | 

To her voice with what tranſport I ſwell'd the flow ſtrain, 
Or return'd dying meaſures in echoes again! 

Little Cupid beat time, and the Graces around 

Taught with even diviſions to vary the ſound. 
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From my Chloe remov'd, when I bid it complain, 
And warble ſmooth numbers to ſoothe love-ſick pain, 


How much alter'd it ſeems, as the riſing notes flow! 


And the ſoft falling ſtrains, how inſipidly flow ! 
I will play then no more—-for 'tis her voice alone 
Mult es my ſoul to enliven its tone. 


XXXVIII. 
TuE e OF SPRING. 


Tas garlands fade, f that Spring ſo lately wove; 
Each ſimple flow'r which ſhe had nurs'd in ew 
Anemonics, that ſpangled ev'ry grove, 
The primroſe wan, and hare-bell mildly blue. 
No more ſhall vi'lets linger i in the dell, 
Or purple * orchis variegate the plain; 
Till Spring again ſhall call forth ev'ry bell, 
And dreſs with humid hands her wreaths again, 


Ah, poor Humanity !---ſo frail, ſo fair 
Are the fond viſions of thy early day; 

Till tyrant Paſſions, and corroſive Care, 
Bid all thy fairy colours fade away. 


Another May new buds and flow'rs ſhall bring : 
Ah! why has Happineſs no ſecond Spring ? 


* Orchis---* Long Purples ; which our old maids do Dead 
Men's Fingers call,” * SHAKESPEARE, 
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: } 
4 By Matthew Prior, Eſq. | 
| | | 
5 Tax pride of ev'ry grove I choſe, : 

4 | The vv let ſweet, and lily fair, | 

; | The dappled pink, and bluſhing roſe, 

| To deck my charming Chloe's hair. 

1 At morn the nymph vouchſaf'd to place 

| | Upon her brow the various wreath ; 

| The flow'rs leſs blooming than her face, 

1 The ſcent leſs fragrant than her breath. 


The flow'rs ſhe wore along the day; 
And ev'ry nymph and ſhepherd ſaid, 
That in her hair they look'd more gay, 

Than glowing in their native bed, 


XL. 


Quztn Mary's LAMINTATION. 


I SIGH, and lament me in vain; 
Theſe walls can but echo my moan : 
Alas! it increaſes my pain, | 
When I think on the days that are gone. 


Thro' the grate of my priſon I ſee 
The birds, as they wanton in air; 
My heart, how it pants to be free! 
My looks, they are wild with deſpair. 
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| {i | | | 
| 1 Above, tho' oppreſt by my fate, f 
Lil | I burn with contempt for my foes; 
| ji Tho? Fortune has alter'd my tate, 
Bi She ne'er can ſubdue me to thoſe, 
| | 1 Falſe Woman! in ages to come 4 
1 Thy malice deteſted ſhall be; 
Sis And when we are cold in the tomb, | 
| | | Some heart ſtill will ſorrow for me. 
| 
1 : | 2 

1 U Ye roofs, where cold damps and diſmay, 

Tl! | With filence and ſolitude dwell ; 

188 How comfortleſs paſſes the day ! 
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| pj! } How ſad tolls the evening bell! 

il " ge 

208 | 

Wi |! The owls from the battlements cry, 
uy | Hollow winds ſeem to murmur around, 

7 4 L - Ny 
| 1 © Oh, Mary! prepare thee to die!“ 
{14 My blood, it runs cold at the ſound. 
4 —————ů——r ¶ ·ë — —U•ͥU 
Li; | 
1 XII. 


WERTER AND CHARLOTTE, 


117 Wurx Werter fair Charlotte beheld, 


g | As ſhe danc'd with the nymphs on the green, 

111 He thought ev'ry maid ſhe excell'd ; : 

: | i And he prais'd the ſoft grace of her mien. 4 
| 5 i But, all her accompliſhments known, | 4 

ans Gentle Werter began to adore; 4 

| | | He ſighs for a heart not her .] ;; ö 

li [11 And the joys of poor Werter are o'er, $ 
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Tho? vows the fair Charlotte engag'd, 
As a friend, gentle Werter was dear; 

Her ſmiles oft his ſorrow aſſuag'd, 
While Pity has dropt a ſoft tear. 


Urg'd by Love, he grew bold, and ſhe cried, 
Werter, leave me, and ſee me no more. 
He figh'd---he obey' d- and he died 
Then the ſorrows of Werter deplore. 


Ye nymphs, let not Cupid deceive, 
Under Pity's ſoft garb hide his dart ; 
Werter's ſorrows are laid in the grave, 
While Pity ſtill wrings Charlotte's heart: 


And oft o'er his grave has ſhe cried, 
While with flow'rets ſhe deck'd it all o'er, 
© He ſaw me -he lov'd---and he died: 
Then the ſorrows of Werter deplore. 


— .. —— 
XIII. 
Tux DiscoxsoLATE. 
Wuo to my wounds a balm adviſes, 
But little knows what I endure ; 


The patient's pain to torture riſes, 
When med'clae's tried, and fails to cure, 


What can the wiſeſt counſel teach me, 
But ſad remembrance of my grief ? 
Alas ! your kindneſs cannot reach me; 
It gives but words-eel. aſk relief. 
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XIIII. 


n 


THz CuARMus Or A PASTORAL LIFE, 3 


W ur x weſtern breezes fan the ſhore, 
And gently ſwell the azure wave, 
I yield unto the ſoft'ning Pow'r : 
(The Muſe's tranſport then would grieve.) 


When loud the thick'ning tempeſts fly, 
Enrage, and daſh the foaming floods; 
From the rude ſcene I trembling hie, 
And plunge into the ſafer woods. 


Nor ſea, nor deaf'ning din, is there, 
The ſtormy fury ſtraight does pleaſe: 
I hear it ſounding from afar; 

It ſings or murmurs through the trees. 


A fiſherman I would not live, 


Who labours in the pathleſs deep; 
Whoſe cruel art is to deceive, 
Whoſe dwelling is a brittle ſhip. 


Let me my bleating ewes attend, 
(Harmleſs myſelf, and bleſs'd as they; 

With them my morning-ſteps I'll bend, 
With them I'll wait the cloſing day. 


Now underneath a plane-tree laid, 
Or careleſs by a lulling ſtream, 

Let me enjoy the cooling ſhade, 
Or ſweetly fink into a dream, 
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XLIV. 


ABSENCE LAMENTED, 


ö 
| 
| 
} 
li 
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Ys nymphs and ſwains, that ſweetly play 
On Tweed's fam'd banks, or winding Tay, 
Ah ſay, what happy ſpot detains | 

My Peggy, ſince ſhe left theſe plains ? 


Say, in what bow'r, beneath what ſhade, 
Soft flumbers lull the gentle maid ; 

For Love ſhall lend me wings to fly; 
And pow'rful Fancy place me nigh. 


Alas! the bliſsful ſcene how chang'd, 
Where once we both with pleaſure rang'd ! 
Not half ſo fair the lily ſprings; 

Not half ſo ſweet the linnet ſings, 


Haſte then, my lovely Fair, once more ; 
Oh! haſte to bleſs the Southern ſhore : 
And April's clouds ſhall ſmile as gay 
As all the blooming ſweets of May. 


Yet rather may the Fates deny 


Thy beauties to my longing eye, 
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If Time a cruel change has wrought, 
Or Tweed a ſweeter leſſon taught ! 
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But ſhould thy faithful ſhepherd find 
His lovely Peggy ſtill is kind, 

Then abſence ſhall thy charms improve; 
And I with double rapture love, 
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XV. 
By John Milton, 


Lr me wander, not unſeen, 

By hedge-row elms, on hillocks green: 
There the ployghman, near at hand, 
Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd land; 

And the milkmaid fingeth blythe ; 
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; And the mower whets his ſcythe; 

| 7 And every ſhepherd tells his tale 

| Under the hawthorn in the dale. 

| 55 

; | . | 
z XI VI. 

| HARrVEST-HoOME, 

| War cheerful ſounds ſalute our ears, 
| And echo o'er the lawn! 

| Behold ! the loaded car appears, 

In joyful triumph drawn. 


The nymphs and ſwains, a jovial- band, 
Still ſhouting as they come, 

With ruſtic inſtruments in hand, 
Proclaim the harveſt-home, 


| The golden ſheaves, pil'd up on high, 

; Within the barn are ſtor'd; 

| | The careful hind, with ſecret joy 
Exulting, views his hoard. 

His labour's paſt, he counts his gains; 

And, freed from anxious care, 

His caſks are broach'd ; the ſun-burnt ſwains 
His rural plenty ſhare. | 
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In dance and ſong the night is ſpent ; 
All ply the flowing bowl ; 
And jeſts and harmleſs merriment 


Expand the artleſs ſoul. 
1 Young Colin whiſpers Roſalind, 
? Who till reap'd by his fide; 


And plights his troth, if ſhe prove kind, 
To take her for his bride, 


For Joys like theſe, through circling years, 

Their toilſome taſk they tend : 

The hind ſucceſſive labours bears, 
In proſpett of the end ; 

In Spring, or Winter, ſows his ſeed, 
Manures, or tills the ſoil : 

In Summer various cares ſucceed ; 
But harveſt crowns his toil, 


. 
To THE SOUTHERN GALES, 
Y « Southern Gales, that ever fly 
In frolic April's vernal train, 
Who, as ye ſkim along the ſky, | 
Dip your light pinions in the main; 
Then ſhake them, fraught with genial ſhow'rs, 
O'er blooming Flora's primroſe bow'rs: 


Now ceaſe awhile your wanton ſport, ' 
Now drive each threat'ning cloud away | | | 
Then to the flow'ry vale refort, . 
And hither all its ſweets convey ;z- { 
And ever as ye dance along, | | f f 
With ſofteſt murmurs aid my ſong. 1 
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XLVII. 
Tur VALENTINE OF HOPELESS LOVE. : 


W ax'o by the breath of Spring, in ev'ry vale, 
The latent primroſe rears her ſickly head; 
The virgin ſnow-drop decks her verdant bed ; 

And vi'lets blue perfume the paſſing gale. 


The tuneful linnet plumes her ſpeckled wing; 
The tender ſtock-dove coors in ev'ry grove ; 
The ſoaring lark ſings loud the ſong of love 

All nature owns thy influence---genial Spring ! 


All---all but me !---condemn'd by wayward Fate 
To bear Love's keeneft arrow in my breaſt; 

*Tis vain to wiſh---to hope, alas !---too late 
No change of ſeaſon brings my boſom reſt, 

A tear from thee is all the boon I crave, 

To wet the with'ring ſod that marks my grave. 


XLIX. 
CELIA. 


Soxr invader of my ſoul, 

Love! who can thy pow'r controul ? 
All that haunt earth, air, and ſea, 

Own thy force, and bow to thee, 
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All the dear inchanting day, 
Celia ſteals my heart away ; 

All the tedious lonely night, 
Celia ſwims before my fight. 


All that temptingly beguiles, 
Sparkling eyes, and dimpling ſmiles; 
Ev'ry charm, and ev'ry grace, 

Shine in Celia's beauteous face. 
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Open, gen'rous, free from art, 
Virtue reigns within her heart; 

Modeſty and truth, combin'd, 
Suit her perſon to her mind, 


Happy, happy were the ſwain, 
Who might ſuch a prize obtain! 

Other joys he need not prove, 
Bleſt enough in Celia's love. 


Ls. 


LovELyY JANE. 


By 7. M. 


H ox acz may his bright Lydia toaſt, 
And Petrarch of his Laura boaſt, 

And chaunt their am'rous pain; ö 
Could I attain their heav'nly fire, 1 
In notes as ſweet I'd tune the lyre 9 
To ſing of lovely Jane. 
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Fair Flora, when the dewy morn 

Her flow'ry boſom doth adorn, 
May boaſt her ſweets in vain z 

Not een the fragrant bluſhing roſe 

Can beauties like the cheeks diſcloſe 
Of ſweetly-blooming Jane. 


The lily may in vain conteſt 


For whiteneſs with her ſnowy breaſt, 


Which no rude paſſions ſtain ; 
Happy the man that can inſpire 
That ſeat of love with ſoft deſire, 

And win the lovely Jane! 


LI. 


Damon AND FLAVIA. 


N EAR a ſmooth river's lonely fide, 

Where tuneful Naiads gently glide, 
A ſecret grotto ſtands ; 

Within a rock's hard boſom made, 

Hid in the gloom of awful ſhade; 
The work of Nature's hands. 


This ſweet retreat, that once had been 
Of joy and love the choſen ſcene, 
Poor 3njur'd Flavia ſought : 
But to complain of Damon's vow 
There made and broke---ſhe choſe it now, 


With rage and ſorrow fraught, 
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The hollow rock, where ſhe reclin'd, 

She thought was like falſe Damon's mind 
His dark deſign-the ſhade; _ | 
The deep ſmooth ſtream---his tempting face; 
Its ſound---his tongue's deluding grace, 

That won, and that betray'd. | 


Damon, one evening as he ſtray'd, 

To meet ſome other tender maid, 
O'erheard her mournful plaint ; 

Her ſighs, and tears, and ſoft deſpair 

Infected all the neighbouring air, 
And forc'd him to relent. 


And now ſhe thinks, ſince Damon's kind, 
The ſteady rock ſtill like his mind; 

His love the friendly ſhade ; | 
The clear ſmooth ſtream---his lovely face; 
Its ſoothing ſound---the tongue's ſoft grace, 

That all her woes repaid. 


& No more be fear'd, then, Fortune's powers 
1 Tis Fancy all our bliſs devours, 
Or gives content, we find. 
&© Men may be happy, if they pleaſe 
*& We are ourſelves our own diſeaſe ; 
4% The fault is in the mind,” 


>" 
From the Creek of Sappho.---Tranſlated by Mr, Phillips. 
Bresr as th immortal Gods is he, | 
The youth, who fondly fits by thee ; 


And ſees, and hears thee, all the while, 
Softly ſpeak, and ſweetly ſmile. 
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*Twas this depriv'd my foul öf reſt, 
And rais'd ſuch tumults in my breaſt ; 
For while I gaz'd, in tranſports toſt, 
My breath was gone; my voice was loſt, 


My boſom glow'd ; a ſudden flame 
Ran quick through all my vital frame : 
O'er my dim eyes a darkneſs hung; 
My ears with hollow murmurs rung. 


In dewy damps my limbs were chill'd; 
My blood with gentle horrors thrill'd ; 

My feeble pulſe forgot to play; 
I fainted, ſunk, and died away. 


LIII. 


By Mrs. Barbauld. 


Wur x firſt, upon your tender cheek, 

I ſaw the morn of Beauty break, 
With mild and cheering beam, 

1 bow'd before your infant ſhrine ; 

The earlieſt ſighs'you had were tine, 
And you my darling theme. 


I ſaw you, in that opening morn, 

For Beauty's bound leſs empire born, 
And firſt confeſs'd your ſway ; 

And ere your thoughts, devoid of art, 

Cou'd learn the value of a heart, 

I gave my heart away. 
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J watch'd the dawn of ev'ry grace, 

And gaz'd upon that angel face, 
While yet 'twas ſafe to gaze; 

J fondly bleſs'd each riſing charm, 

Nor thought ſuch innocence could harm 
The peace of future days. 


But now, deſpotic, o'er the plains 

The awful noon of Beauty reigns, 
And kneeling crouds adore : 

Theſe charms ariſe too fiercely bright; 

Danger and death attend the ſight, 
And I muſt hope no more. 


Thus to the riſing god of day 

Their early vows the Perſians pay, 

And bleſs the ſpreading fire, 

Whoſe glowing chariot, mounting, ſoon 

Pours on their heads the burning noon ; 
They ficken and expire. 


LIV. 
By Dr, Smollet. 
Wars Sappho tun'd the raptur'd ſtrain, | 
The liſt'ning wretch forgot his pain; 


With art divine the lyre ſhe ſtrung; 
Like thee ſhe play'd, like thee ſhe ſung. 


For, while ſhe ſtruck the quiv'ring wire, 
The throbbing breaſt was all on fire ; 
And, when ſhe tun'd the vocal lay, 

The captive ſoul was charm'd away. 
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But, had the added ftill to theſe 

Thy fofter, chaſter pow'r to pleaſe ; 
Thy beauteous air of ſprightly youth 4 
Thy native {miles of artleſs truth; | 5 


She ne'er had pin'd beneath difdata 1 
She ne'er had play'd and ſung in vain; b 


Deſpair had ne'er her ſoul poſſeſt, 
To daſh on rocks the tender breaſt, 


LV. 
By Lord Lanſdown, 


P REPAR'D to rail, reſolv'd to part, 
When I approach the perjur'd maid, 
What is it awes my tim'rous heart? 
Why is my tongue afraid ? 


With the leaſt glance a little kind, 


Such wondrous pow'r have Mira's charms, 
She calms my doubts, enſlaves my mind, 
And all my rage diſarms. 


Forgetful of her broken vows, 
When gazing on that form divine, 

Her injur'd vaſſal trembling bows, 
Nor dares her ſlave repine. 
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LVI. 7 
From the Spaniſh of Camoens, 


W uit s on my head kind Fortnne deign'd to pour 
Her laviſh boons, and, through my willing foul, 
Made tides of ecſtaſy and pleaſure roll, 

I ſang the raptures of each paſſing hour. 

But Love, who heard me praiſe the golden ſhow'r, 
Reſolv'd my fond preſumption to controul ; 
And painful darkneſs o'er my ſpirit ſtole, 

Leſt I ſhould dare to tell his treach'rous pow'r. 

O ye, whom his hard yoke compels to bend 

To others“ will! if in my various lay | 
Sad plaints ye find, and fears, and cruel wrong, 
To ſuff'ring Nature, and to Truth attend ; 

For, in the meaſure ye have felt his ſway, 

Your ſympathiſing hearts will feel my ſong. 


———  _ _____—_— — 


LVIL 


Ox Tue DATA or Tur PozT's MisTRESS, AT THE 
AGE OF TWENTY, | 


From the ſame. 


Go, gentle Spirit, now ſupremely bleſt, 

From ſcenes of pain and ſtruggling virtue go: 
From thy immortal ſeat of heav'nly reſt, 

Behold us ling'ring in a world of woe! 
And if, beyond the grave, to Saints above 
Fond Mem'ry ſtill the tranſient paſt pourtrays, 
Blame not the ardour of my conſtant love, 
Which in theſe longing eyes was wont to blzze, 
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But, if from Virtue's ſource my ſorrows riſe, 
For the ſad loſs I never can repair, 
Be thine to juſtify my endleſs ſighs, 
And to the Pow'r divine prefer thy prayer, 
That Heav'n, who made thy ſpan of life ſo brief, 
May ſhorten mine, and give my ſoul relief, 


— — 
LVIII. 
From the ſame. 


Wu: LE, preſt with woes, from which it cannot flee, 
My fancy ſinks, and ſlumber ſeals my eyes, | 
Her Spirit haſtens in my dreams to riſe, 

Who was in life but as a dream to me. 

O'er a drear waſte, ſo wide no eye can ſee 

How far its ſenſe-evading limit lies, 

I follow her quick ſtep ; but, ah! ſhe flies! 
Our diſtance wid'ning, by ſtern Fate's decree, 

© Fly not from me, kind Shadow !' I exclaim : 
She, with fix'd eyes, that her ſoft thoughts reveal, 

And ſeem to ſay, © Forbear thy fond deſign,” 

Still flies ;---I call her; but her half-form'd name 
Dies on my falt'ring tongue,---I wake, and feet 

Not e' en one ſhort deluſion may be mine. 


LIX. 


By Dr. Smollet. 


"Fav fatal ſhafts unerring move, 
I bow before thine altar, Love; 
I feel the ſoft reſiſtleſs lame 
Glide ſwift through all my vital frame. 
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For, while I gaze, my boſom glows ; 
My blood in tides impetuous flows ; 
Hope, fear, and joy alternate roll; 

And floods of tranſport *whelm my ſoul, 


My falt'ring tongue attempts, in vain, 
In ſoothing numbers to complain; 
My tongue ſome ſecret magic ties; 
My murmurs ſink in broken fighs. 


Condemn'd to nurſe eternal care, 
And ever drop the ſilent tear, 
Unheard I mourn; unknown I ſigh; 
Unfriended live; unpity'd die. 


LX. 


To CYINTEHIA. 


Taxa is one dark and ſullen hour, 
Which Fate decrees our lives ſhould know ; 
Elſe we ſhould flight th* Almighty Pow'r, 
Wrapt in the joys we find below: 
*Tis paſt, dear Cynthia ! Now let frowns be gone; 
A long, long penance I have done, 
For crimes, alas! to me unknown. 


In each ſoft hour of ſilent night, 
Your image in my dream appears ; 
I graſp the ſoul of my delight, 
Slumber in joys, but wake in tears. 
Ah! faithleſs, charming Saint, what will you do? 
Let me not think I am by you 
Lov'd leſs, for being true. 
Vor. I. N 
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LXI. 
By Percy, 


O NANCY, Wilt thou go with me, 
Nor ſigh to leave the flaunting town? 
Can ſilent glens have charms for thee, 
The lowly cot and ruſſet gown ? 
No longer dreſt in ſilken ſheen, 
No longer deck'd with jewels rare, 
Say, canſt thou quit each courtly {cene, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair ? 


O Nancy, when thou'rt far away, 
Wilt thou not caſt a wiſh behind ? 
Say, canſt thou face the parching ray, 
Nor ſhrink before the wintry wind ? 
O can that ſoft and gentle mien 
Extremes of hardſhip learn to bear; 
Nor, ſad, regret cach courtly ſcene, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair ? 


O Nancy, canſt thou love ſo true, 
Through perils keen with me to go? 

Or, when thy ſwain miſhap ſhall rue, 
To ſhare with him the pangs of woe? 


Say, ſhould diſeaſe or pain befal, 


Wilt thou allume the nurſe's care? 
Nor, wiſttul, thoſe gay ſcenes recal, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 


And when at laſt thy love ſhall die, 
Wilt thou receive his parting breath ? 
Wilt thou repreſs cach ſtruggling ſigh, 


And cheer with ſiniles the bed of death? 
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And wilt thou o'er his breathleſs clay 

Strew flow'rs, and drop the tender tear? 
Nor then regret thoſe ſcenes ſo gay, 

Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 


LXII. 


Res TIC ChARMS. 


By T. A. 


No, no, 'tis in vain, in this turbulent town, 
To expect either pleaſure or reſt; 

To hurry and nonſenſe ſtill tying us down, 
*T1s an overgrown priſon at beſt. 


From hence to the country eſcaping away, 
Leave the croud and the buſtle behind; 
You there will ſee liberal Nature diſplay 
A thouſand delights to mankind, 


The change of the ſeaſon, the ſports of the field, 
The {weetly diverſified ſcene; 

Groves, gardens, and all things combining, to yield 
An happineſs ever ſerene. 


There, free from ambition, from avarice free, 
My Summer I'll quietly ſpend ; 

While the cits, and the courtiers, unenvied by me, 
May gather up wealth without end. 


No, thank em; I'll never, to add to my ſtore, 
My peace and my freedom reſign : 
Who would, for the ſake of poſſeſſing the ore, 
Be ſentenc'd to dig in the mine? II 2 
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LXIII. 
By W. Shenſtone, Eig. 


Pexuanrs it is not love, ſaid I, 


That melts my ſou] when Flavia's nigh : 


Where wit and ſenſe like her's agree, 
One may be pleas'd, and yet be free. 


The beauties of her poliſh'd mind, 
It needs no lover's eye to find ; 
The hermit freezing in his cell 
Might wiſh the gentle Flavia well. 


It is not Jove------averſe to bear 
The ſervile chain that lovers wear, 
Let, let me all my fears remove, 


My doubts diſpel---it is not love--- 


Oh! when did wit ſo brightly ſhine, 
In any form leſs fair than thine ? 

It is it is Love's ſubtle fire, 

And under friendſhip lurks deſire. 


LXIV. 
To REMEMBRANCE, 


O sorr Remembrance airy ſprite; 
Thou ſecond life of bliſs and pain : 
Exquiſite ſenſe of keen delight ; 
Who giv'ſt our feelings: back again: 
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How bright thy downy ſlumbers are 


Where Love with tender Fancy beams: 
The ſweeteſt notes, which fleet in air, 


Awake at once thy fairy dreams. 


But Hope, too long deluded, joins 

No more with thine her lovely form; 
Nor copies, from thy fainter lines, 

The ſcenes her ſtrong ideas warm. 


LXV. 


BEAUTY DEFINED. 


Tis not the liquid brightneſs of thoſe eyes, 
That ſwim with pleaſure and delight; | 
Nor thoſe fair heav'nly arches which ariſe 
O'er each of them to ſhade their light ; 
?Tis not that hair which plays with ev'ry wind, 
And loves to wanton round thy face; | 
Now ftraying o'er thy forchead, now behind 
Retiring with inſidious grace, 


*Tis not that lovely range of teeth, as white 
As new-ſhorn ſheep, equal and fair; 

Nor ev'n that gentle ſmile, the heart's delight, 
With which no ſmile could e'er compare: 
*Tis not that chin ſo round, that neck ſo fine, 
Thoſe breaſts that ſwell to meet my love ; 


That caſy ſloping waiſt, that form divine, 


Nor aught below, nor aught above. 
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Tis not the living colours over each, 


By Nature's fineſt pencil wrought, 

To ſhame the freſh-blown roſe, and blooming peach, 
And mock the happieſt painter's thought : 

But *tis that gentle mind, that ardent love, 
So kindly anſwering my deſire; 

That grace with which you look, and ſpeak, and move, 
That thus have ſet my ſoul on fire. | 


— ——— m—m————_—_—_ 
LXVI. 
LovE 1E ALL OF LITE. 
By General Burgoyne. 


Warn firft this humble roof I Knew, 5 

With various cares I ſtrove ; | 

My grain was ſcarce, my ſneep were few, 
My All of Life was Love. 


By mutual toil our board was dreſs'd, | | 
The ſpring our drink beſtow'd ; ; } 
But, when her lip the brim had preſs'd, 4 


The cup with nectar flow'd. 


Content and Peace the dwelling ſhar'd ; 
No other gueſt came nigh : 
In them was giv'n (tho? Gold was ſpar'd) 
What Gold could never buy. 


No value has a ſplendid lot, 
But as the means to prove, 

That, from the caſtle to the cot, 
The All of Liſe is Love. 
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LXVII. 
By Dr. Smollet. 


Aor E u, ye ſtreams, that ſmoothly flow; 
Ye vernal airs, that ſoftly blow; | 

Ye plains, by blooming Spring array'd ; 
Ye birds, that warble through the ſhade! 


Unhurt ſrom you my ſoul could fly, 
Nor drop one tear, nor heave one ſigh ; 
But, forc'd from Delia's charms to part, 
All joy deſerts my drooping heart. 


O! fairer than the dewy morn, 

When flow'rs the verdant fields adorn ; 
Unſullied as the genial ray, 

That warms the balmy breeze of May; 


Thy charms divinely bright appear, 
And add new ſplendour to the year; 
Improve the day with freſh delight, 
| 3 And gild with joy the dreary night. 
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IXVIII. 


HyMEN. 


By M. P. Andrews, Eſq. 


"T's yours to poſſeſs, if you practiſe no harm, 
In the fulneſs of joy, life's moſt exquiſite charm ; 

| What no wealth can procure, what no pow'r can remove, 
That pureſt of paſſions, the virgin's firſt love. 
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How ſweet, in the candour of youth, to impart 
The earlieſt impreſſion that fixes the heart! 
Which fondly betrays, while it ſtrives to reprove . 
The glance, and the ſigh, and the whiſper of love. 


O! cheriſh that bliſs, which ſo rarely is found ; 

Be your vows with the wreath of fidelity crown'd 
Then bleſt in the wife, new endearments you'll prove, 
To equal the charms of the virgin's firſt love. 


—— —w'—— — 


LXIX. 
ANNA. 


Br ow, blow, thou Summer's breeze, 
O gently fan the trees, 

That form yon fragrant bow'r ; 
Where Anna, lovelieſt maid ! 
On Nature's carpet laid, 

Enjoys the ev'ning hour. 


Hence, hence, ye objects foul, 
The beetle, bat, and ow], 

The hagworm, newt, and toad ; 
But fairy elves, unſeen, 
May gambol o'er the green, 

And circle her abode. 


Shed, ſhed thy ſweeteſt beams, 
In party-colour'd ſtreams, 
Thou fount of heat and light: 
No, no; withdraw thy ray; 
Her eyes diffuſe a day 
As kind; as warm, as bright, - 
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Breathe, breathe thy incenſe, May ; 
Ye flow'rs, your homage pay 
To one more fair and ſweet : 
Ye op'ning roſe-buds, ſhed 
3 Your fragrance round her head; 
a Ye lilies, kiſs her feet. 


Flow, flow, thou cryſtal rill; 
With tinkling gurgles fill 
The mazes of the grove : 
And ſhould thy murm'ring ſtream 
Invite my love to dream, 
O may ſhe dream of love ! 


Sing, ſing, ye feather'd choir, 
And melt to fond deſire 
Her too obdurate breaſt : 
Then, in that tender hour, 
I'!l teal into the bow'r, 
And teach her to be bleſt. 


=> COSI agrees — 


Horx. 
By Dr. Goldſmith. 


Tus wretch condemn'd with life to part, 
Still, ſtill on Hope relies; 

And ev'ry pang that rends the heart 
Bids Expectation rife, 
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| | Hope, like the glimm'ring taper's light, 
[| Adorns and cheers the way; , 
iS And {till, as darker grows the night, 4 
| Emits a brighter ray. | 1 
| 1 
| 2 — | 
| i 
| = 
| LXXI. : 
a c 5 
| | e | ThHt COMPLAINT» 3 
| | Ox pleaſure's ſmooth wing how old time ſteals away, | 
[= Ere love's fatal flame leads the ſhepherd aſtray ; | 
[| My days, O ye ſwains! were a round of delight, Z 
| | From the cool of the morn to the ſtillneſs of night; ; 
| 5 No care found a place in my cottage or breaſt, ; 
| But health with content all the year was my gueſt, þ 
; *T was then no fair Phillis my heart could enſnare, | 
- | With voice, or with feature, with dreſs, or with air; b: 
| So kindly young Cupid had pointed the dart, | 0 
f That I gather'd the ſweets without feeling the ſmart : Y 


I toy'd for a while, then I rov'd like a bee 


8 | 
| But ſtill all my ſong was, .I'll ever be tree, 3 
*Twas then ev'ry object freſh raptures could yield; { 
| If I ſtray'd thro? the garden, or travers'd the field, $ 
i A thouſand gay ſcenes were diſplay'd to my ſight; \ 
| If the nightingale ſung, I could liſten all night; | 7 
; With my reed I could pipe to the tune of the ſtream, ; 
| And awake to new life from a rapturous dream. ? 
; But now, ſince for Hebe in ſecret J ſigh, | 


Alas, what a change! and how wretched am 11 | f 
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Adieu to the charms of the valley and glade! 

Their ſweets now all ſicken, their colours all fade; 
No muſic I find in ſoft Philomel's ſtrain, 

And the brook o'er the pebbles now murmurs in vain, 


They ſay that ſhe's kind, but no kindneſs I ſee 


On others ſhe ſmiles, but ſhe trowns upon me: 


Then teach me, bright Venus, perſuaſion's ſoft art, 


Or aid me, by reaſon, to ranſom my heart; 


To crown my deſire, or to baniſh my pain, 
Give love to the nymph, or give eaſe to the ſwain. 


— Eo _——_ 


LXXII. 
SONNET TO MR, JACKSON, OF EXETER, 


By Peter Pindar, Eſq. 


ExcnAx TIN CG Harmoniſt! the art is thine, 
Unmatch'd, to pour the ſoul-diſſolving air, 
That ſeems poor weeping Virtue's hymn divine, 

Soothing the wounded boſom of Deſpair. 


O ſay, what Minſtrel of the ſky hath giv'n 
To {well the dirge, ſo muſically. lorn ? 
Declare, hath dove-ey'd Pity left her heav'n, 
And lent thy happy hand her lyre to mourn ? 


So ſad, thy ſongs of hopeleſs hearts complain, 
Love, from his Cyprian iſle, prepares to ly ; 
He haſtes to liſten to thy tender ſtrain, 


And learn from thee; to breathe a ſweeter ſigh. I 2 
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LXXIII. 
By Sir Charles Sedley. 


Nor, Celia, that I juſter am, 
Or truer than the reſt; | 

For I would change each hour, like them, 
Were it my intereſt. 


But I'm ſo fix'd alone to thee, 
By ev'ry thought 1 have, 

That, ſhould you now my heart ſet free, 
Twould be again your ſlave, 


All that in woman is ador'd, 
In thy dear ſelf I find; 


For the whole ſex can but afford 


The handſome, and the kind. 


Not to my virtue, but thy power, 
This conſtancy is due; 

When change itſelf can give no more, 

Tis eaſy to be true. 
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IXXIV. 
By Mrs. Cowley, 


Swzzr roſy Sleep, O! do not fly ; 
Bind the ſoit fillet on his eye; 
That o'er each grace my own may rove, 


And feaſt my hopeleſs, joyleſs loye, 
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For, when he lifts thoſe ſhaded lids, 
His chilling glance ſuch bliſs forbids ; 
Then, roſy Sleep, O do not fly, 

But bind thy fillet on his eye. 


——— — — —- 


LXXV. 


THE CoNFESSION. 


Dx JECTED as true converts die, 


But yet with fervent thoughts inflam'd ; 
So, faireſt ! at your feet I lie, 
Of all my ſex's faults aſham'd. 


Too long, alas! have I defy'd 
The force of Love's almighty flame; 
And often did aloud deride 


His godhead, as an empty name. Es 


But, ſince ſo freely I confeſs 

A crime, which may your ſcorn produce, 
Allow me now to make it leſs, 

By any juſt and fair excuſe. 


I then did vulgar joys purſue ; 
Variety was all my bliſs ; 

But, ignorant of Love and you, 
How could I chuſe but-do amiſs ? 


If ever now my. wand'ring eyes 
Search out temptation, as before; 
Ii once I look, but to deſpiſe 
Their charms, and value yours the more; 
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May ſad remorſe, and guilty ſhame, 
Revenge your wrongs on faithleſs me; 
And, what I tremble e'en to name, 
May I loſe all, in loſing thee ! 


LXXVI. 
ASPASIA, 
By Miſs Athin, 


AsrAs1A rolls her ſparkling eyes, 
And ev'ry boſom feels her pow'r : 
The Indians thus view Phoebus riſe, 
And gaze in rapture, and adore. 
Quick to the ſoul the piercing ſplendours dart, 
Fire ev'ry vein, and melt the coldeſt heart. 


Aſpaſia ſpeaks ; the liſt'ning croud 
Drink in the ſound with greedy ears ; 
Mute are the giddy and the loud, 
And ſelf-admiring Folly hears. 
Her wit ſecures the conqueſts of her face; 
Points ev'ry charm, and heightens ev'ry grace. 


Aſpaſia moves; her well-turn'd limbs 
Glide ſtately with harmonious eaſe ; 
Now thro' the mazy dance ſhe ſwims, 
Like a tall bark o'er ſummer ſeas : 
*T was thus Encas knew the queen of love, 
NMajeſtic moving thro! the golden grove. 
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But, ah ! how cruel is my lot, 
To doat on one ſo heav'nly fair! 
For, in my humble ſtate forgot, 
Each charm but adds to my deſpair. 
The tuneful ſwan thus faintly warbling lies, 


Looks on his mate, and whilſt he ſings he dies. 


LXXVII, 
To CyNnTHIA.. 
By Peter Pindar, Eſq. 


O rnov! whoſe love-inſpiring air 
Delights, yet gives a thouſand woes 3 
My Day declines in dark deſpair, 
And Night hath loſt her ſweet repoſe : 


Yet who, alas! like me was bleſt, 
To others ere thy charms were known; 
When Fancy told my raptur'd breaſt, 
That Cynthia ſmil'd on me alone? 


Nymph of my ſoul, forgive my ſighs; 
Forgive the jealous fires I feel; 

Nor blame the trembling wretch, who dies, 
When others to thy beauties kneel. 


Lo! theirs is ev'ry winning art, 

With Fortune's gifts---unknown to me! 
I only boaſt a ſimple heart, 

In love with Innocence, and Thee, 
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LAXYII -:- 
THE INvocartion. 


Cour, gentle god of ſoft repoſe ! 
Come ſoothe this tortur'd breaſt ; 
Shed kind oblivion o'er my woes, 
And lull my cares to reſt. 


Come, gentle god ! without thy aid 
I fink in dark deſpair ; 

O wrap me in the ſilent ſhade ; 
For peace 1s only there. 


Let Hope, in ſome propitious dream, 
HNer bright illuſions ſpread ; 

Once more let rays of comfort beam 
Around my drooping head, 


O quickly ſend thy kind relief, 
Theſe heart-felt pangs remove; 
Let me forget myſelf, my grief, 
And ev'ry care but love, 


— —ũ — — 
LXXIX. 
By Matthew Prior, Efq. 
Tux merchant, to ſecure his treaſure, 
Conveys it in a borrow'd name: 


Euphelia ſerves to grace my meaſure; 
But Chloe is my real flame. 
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My ſofteſt verſe, my darling lyre, 
Upon Euphelia's toilet lay ; 
When Chloe noted her deſire 
That I ſhould ſing, that I ſhould play. 


My lyre I tune, my voice I raiſe, 

But with my numbers mix my ſighs; 
And whilſt 1 ſing Euphelia's praiſe, 

I fix my ſoul on Chloe's eyes. 


Fair Chloe bluſh'd ; Euphelia frown'd : 

I ſung and gaz'd ; I play'd and trembled : 
And Venus, to the Loves around, 

Remark'd how ill we all diſſembled. . 


> — - ———————— — . — 


LXXX. 
By the Earl of Gain orough x. 


Tur Perſians ſtretch their votive arms 
To Phœbus in his riſing ſtate; 

I gaze on dear Myrtilla's charms, 
And meet thoſe eyes that dart my fate. 


So the fond moth round tapers plays, | 
Nor dreams of death in ſuch bright fires : 
With joy he haſtes into the blaze; | 
He courts his doom, and there expires. 


th. 


* — n 
— —— — — 


* Baptiſt Noel, the fourth Earl. 
Vo, 1: --. K 


66 LYRIC REPOSITORY. 


* 


11 | 1 | 
BELLE By Lord Lyttelton. 


EO ER ELD 
err : 


* 
— — x * * — — AS. © rp + 


Day, Myra, why 1s gentle Love 
A ſtranger to that mind, 

Which pity and eſteem can move; 
Which can be juſt and kind ? 
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ö 4 | | Is it, becauſe you fear to ſhare 

11] The ills that Love moleſt; 
| The jealous doubt, the tender care, 
That rack the amorous breaſt ? 


Alas! by ſome degree of woe 
We ev'ry bliſs muſt gain : 

The heart can ne'er a tranſport know 
That never feels a pain. 
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| | By David Garrick, Eſq. 


F Ler Beauty with the Sun ariſe, 2 
\ To Shakeſpeare tribute pay; 

4 Let heav'nly ſmiles, and ſparkling * I 
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=! And who ſhall dare to frown ? 


1 Not Envy's ſelf can blaſt the fame, | 
{ Which Beauty deigns to crown, Y 
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LXXXIII. 
By Dr. Smollet. 


Wurz now are all my flatt'ring dreams of joy ? 
Monimia, give my ſoul her wonted reſt; 


Since firſt thy beauty fix'd my roving eye, 


Heart-gnawing cares corrode my penſive breaſt. 


Let happy lovers fly where pleaſures call, 

With feſtive ſongs beguile the fleeting hour ; 
Lead Beauty thro' the mazes of the ball, 

Or preſs her wanton in Love's roſeate bow'r. 


For me, no more I'll range th' empurpled mead, 
Where ſhepherds pipe, and virgins dance around ; 

Nor wander thro' the woodbine's fragrant ſhade, 
To hear the muſic of the grove reſound. 


I'll ſeek ſome lonely church, or dreary hall, 

Where fancy paints the glimm'ring taper blue; 

Where damps hang mould'ring on the ivy'd wall, 
And ſheeted ghoſts drink up the midnight dew : 


There, leagu'd with hopeleſs anguiſh and deſpair, 
A while in filence o'er my fate repine: 


Then, with a long farewel to love and care, 


To kindred duſt my weary limbs conſign. 


Wilt thou, Monimia, ſhed a gracious tear 


On the cold grave, where all my ſorrows reſt ? 


Strew vernal flow'rs, applaud my love ſincere, 
And bid the turf lie eaſy on my breaſt ? „ 
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LXXXIV. 


By General Burgoyne. 


Tux ſleepleſs bird, from eve to morn, 
Renews her plaintive ſtrain ; 
Preſſes her boſom to the thorn, 
And courts th' inſpiring pain. 


But, ah! how vain the ſkill of ſong, 

Io wake the vocal air; 

With paſſion trembling on the tongue, 
And in the heart deſpair ! 


———ͤ — -— —_ 


LXXXV. 
By Mr, Thomſon. 


Hazy is the fate of him who loves, 
Yet dares not tell his trembling pain, 
But to the ſympathetic groves, 
But to the lonely liſt'ning plain. 


Oh, when ſhe bleſſes next your ſhade, 
Oh, when her footſteps next are ſeen, 
In flow'ry tracks along the mead, 
In freſher mazes o'er the green, 


Ye gentle ſpirits of the vale, 

To whom the tears of Love are dear, 
From dying lilies waft a gale, 

And ſigh my ſorrows in her car. 
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O, tell her what ſhe cannot blame, 


Tho? fear my tongue muſt ever bind; 
Oh, tell her, that my virtuous flame 
Is, as her ſpotleſs ſoul, refin'd. 


Not her own guardian angel eyes 
With chaſter tenderneſs his care; 
Not purer her own wiſhes riſe, 

Not holier her own ſighs in pray'r. 


But if, at firſt, her virgin fear 
Should ſtart at Love's ſuſpected name, 
With that of Friendſhip ſoothe her ear—- 
True Love and Friendſhip are the ſame. 


LXXXVI. 
A1R, 


In Hurly-Burly : or, The Fairy of the Well. 


T roven, as a ſhield againſt ſurpriſe, 
The cautious tongue may ſilence prove ; 
Unable to aſſume diſguiſe, | 
The eyes {till tell the tale of love. 


In foreign climes, th' untutor'd mind 
The bars of ſpeech may not remove ; 

But ſtill the eyes a language find, 
In which they tell the tale of love. 
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LXXXVII. 


Trr ALTERATION. 


Wax clouds that angel face deform, 
Anxious I view the growing ſtorm ; 
When angry lightnings arm thine eye, 
And tell the gath'ring tempeſt nigh x 


I curſe the ſex, and bid adieu 


To female friendſhip, love, and you. 


But when ſoſt paſſions rule your breaſt, 
And each kind look ſome Love has dreſt; 
When cloudleſs Smiles around you play, 
And give the world a holiday; 

I bleſs the hour when firſt I knew 


Dear female friendſhip, love, and you. 


LXXXVIII. 


By Sir Richard Steele, 


From place to place, forlorn I go, 


With downcaſt eyes, a ſilent ſhade ; 
Forbidden to declare my woe ; 
To ſpeak, till ſpoken to, afraid. 


My inward pangs, my ſecret grief, 
My ſoft conſenting looks betray : 
He loves, but gives me no relief; 
Alas! why ſpeaks not he---who may? 
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IXXXIX. 
By John Dryden, Eſq. 


Go, tell Amynta, gentle ſwain, 


I would not die, nor dare complain: 
Thy tuneful voice with numbers join, 


Thy words will more prevail than mine. 
To ſouls, oppreſs'd and dumb with grief, 
The Gods ordain this kind relief ; 

That muſic ſhould, in ſounds, convey 
What dying lovers dare not ſay. 


A ſigh or tear perhaps ſhe'll give; 

But Love on pity cannot live : 

Tell her, that hearts for hearts were made, 
And Love with love 1s only paid. 

Tell her, my pains ſo faſt increaſe, 

That ſoon they will be paſt redreſs ; 

But, ah ! the wretch, that ſpeechleſs lies, 
Attends but Death to cloſe his eyes. 


CO -—— = ——_ - 


X. 
ANNA. 


As erſt to Damon's ſacred ſhade 
Theſe eyes their grateful tribute paid. 
Of many a tear beguil'd ; | 
Sweet Anna ſaw my tender griet, 
And in kind pity brought relief; 
She kiſs'd me, and I ſmil'd. 
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Ambition next my boſom waim'd ; 
Adieu each ſofter care !---Alarm'd, 
The fair enchantreſs came: 

One kiſs infus'd a gentler fire; 
I felt the noble heat expire, 
And curs'd the phantom Fame. 


Transfixt by Fancy's poiſon'd dart, 

When late my inly-wounded heart 
Conſum'd in ſilent pain; 

Like wounded Edward's generous bride, 

Sweet Anne her balmy lips apply'd, 
And drew out all the bane, 


_ Strange to relate, the tygrels, Rage, 
| Her gentle kiſſes can aſſuage, 
| And in ſoft fetters bind: 


Not muſic's pow'rful charms e'er gain'd, 
3k Or calm philoſophy attain'd, 
| Such empire o'er the mind. 


Then to ſecure my peace and þliſs, 
Sweet Anne, in one eternal kiſs, 
Breathe in th' all-healing balm : 
No---ceaſe, thou fatal fond defire--- 
Ah, treacherous kiſſes ! you inſpire 
More paſhons than you calm. 
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XCL 
| By General Burgoyne. 


Enconrass'o in an angel's frame, 

An angel's virtues ny; 

Too ſoon did Heav'n aſſert the claim, 
And call its own away; 


My Anna's worth, my Anna's charms 
Muſt never more return! 

What now ſhall fill theſe widow'd arms? 
Ah, me! my Anna's urn! | 


——  — — — 4 
XCII. 


TE SUPPLICATION., 


Avsererous ſpirits, guard my love; 
In time of danger near him *bide ; 
With outſpread wings around him move, 
And turn each random ball aſide. 


And you, his foes, tho' hearts of ſteel, 
Om, may you then with me accord; 
A ſympathetic paſſion feel, 

Behold his face, and drop the ſword. 


Ye winds, your bluſt'ring fury leave; 
Like airs that o'er the garden ſweep, 

Breathe ſoft in ſighs, and gently heave 
The calm, {moth boſom of the deep * 
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Till, halcyon peace return'd once more, 
From blaſts ſecure, and hoſtile harms, 


My ſailor views his native ſhore, 


And harbours ſafe in theſe fond arms. 


XCIIII. 


THE ENAMOURED FAIR. 


An! why muſt words my flame reveal ? 


Why needs my Damon bid me tell 

What all my actions prove? 

A bluſh, whene'er I meet his eye, 

Whene'er I hear his name, a ſigh 
Betrays my ſecret love. 


In all their ſports upon the plain, 
My eyes {till fix'd on him remain, 
And him alone approve : 

The reſt unheeded dance or play, 
From all he ſteals my praiſe away; 
And can he doubt my love ? 


Whene'er we meet, my looks confeſs 
The joys that all my ſoul poſleſs, 
And ev'ry care remove: 
Still, ſtill; too ſhort appears his ſtay 
The moments fly too faſt away, 
Too faſt for my fond love. 


Does. any ſpeak in Damon's praiſe ? 


So pleas'd am I with all he ſays, 
I ev'ry word approve ; 
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But is he blam'd, altho' in jeſt? 
I feel reſentment fire my breaſt, 
Alas! becauſe I love. 


But, ah ! what tortures tear my heart, 
When I ſuſpect his looks impart 

The leaſt deſire to rove ! 
J hate the maid that gives me pain; 
Yet him to hate I ftrive in vain, 

For, ah! that hate is love. 


Then aſk not words, but read mine eyes, 
Believe my bluſhes, truſt my ſighs, : 
My paſſion theſe will prove : 
Words oft deccive, and ſpring from art ; 
The true expreſſions of my heart 
To Damon, mult be love, 


XCIV. 
To FAN Cx. 


On! Fancy, thou, whoſe magic power 
Adds to the ſilence of the grove, 

The citron breeze that ſweeps the bower, 
The joys of friendſhip and of love - 


Say, does not this your power evade, 


And does not this your art defy, 
To paint more pure, more fair the maid, 


That wakes this lyre, and calls this ſigh? 
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XCV. 
By Mr. O'Keeffe. 


Tur tuneful birds how ſweet they ſing! 
How gay the dainty flowrets ſpring ! 


How light the milkmaid's brimming pail, 


As chaunting o'er the flow'ry dale! 
*Fis Love that wafts her blythe along, 


That paints the flowers, and tunes the ſong. 
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XCVI. 


DELIA. 


My Delia was all my delight ; 

But ſhe ſhuns me, and why do I ſigh ? 
She flies like a fawn from my fight ; 

Yet I follow, and cannot tel} why, 


The beauties of Delia's mind, 
Ah! ſhepherds, you cannot compare ; 


But the faireſt of features combin'd--- 


And I lov'd her becaufe ſhe wes fair, 


They ſay that a wealthier ſwain, 

That Palemon has charm'd her away--- 
Palemon's the pride of the plain, 

Or I could not believe what they ſay. 


Why did not the Graces attire, 

The little Loves lend me their aid ?--- 
Or why was I doom'd to admire 

80 lovely, io graceful a ma:d ? 
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XCVII. 
By Mr. O'Keeffe, 


Das votre lit, that bright parterre, 
Should Flora bloom a lily fair, 
A ſmiling jonquil I could. be, 
To blow, ſweet flow'r, beſide of thee ; 
| Daus votre lit. 


Or nodding on the thorny buſh, 
You droop to hide the roſe's bluſh ; 
The leafy umbrage make of me, 
And in this breaſt you'll ſhelter'd be ; 
Dans votre lit. 


When ev'ry flow'r, that paints the ground, 
Throws {miles and odours all around, 
Sweet flow'r, I'll prove thy faithful bee, 
Aud honey ſip from none but thee; 

Dans votre lit. 


XCVIII. 
SPRING. 


By G. A. Stevens. 


Look round, my Love! how chang'd the Icene, 
So late white o'er with ſnow ! | 
Now, 'ray'd in flow'r-enamell'd green, 
How lich the meadows ſhew t 
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The Sun creative pow'r reſumes, 
And warms the breezy air; 

The burſting buds expand their blooms ; 
While birds their neſts prepare. 


The herds and flocks on herbage feed ; 
Sweet Spring renews its pride: 

The ice-bound ſtreams, from fetters freed, 
Now, tinkling, roll their tide. 


On leafleſs boughs, no candied freſt 
In icicles appears; | 

But, as in grief for Winter loſt, 
Diſſolving into tears. 


Thus ſordid, ſenſeleſs human kind 
But mere exiſtence prove ; | 

T1} Beauty's ſunſhine opes the mind, 
And melts the mals to love. 


For, ſpite of Wealth, or Pow'r's controul, 
Or all the wiſe can ſay, | 

Till woman warms the frozen ſoul, 
We are but clods of clay. 
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XCIX. 
By Peter Pinder, Eſq. 


F xom her, alas ! whoſe ſmile was love, 
I wander to ſome lonely cell; 

My ſighs too weak the maid to move, 
I bid the flatt'rer Hope farewell. 
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1 Be all her little arts forgot, 

That fill'd my boſom with alarms : 

Ah! let her crime---a little ſpot 
Be loſt amidſt her blaze of charms. 


As on I wander flow, my ſighs, 
At ev'ry ſtep, for Cynthia mourn : 
My anxious heart within me dies ; 
And, ſinking, whiſpers, * O! return.“ 


Deluded heart ! thy folly know; 
Nor fondly nurſe the fatal flame: 

By abſence thou ſhalt loſe thy woe, 
And only flutter at her name. 
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W att x from my looks, fair nymph, you gueſs 
The ſecret paſſions of my mind, 

My conſcious eyes, you ſay, confeſs 
A heart to love and grief inclin'd. 


There wants, alas! but little art, 
To have this fatal ſecret found : 
With the ſame eaſe you threw the dart, 
Tis certain you can cure the wound, 
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CI. 


By Miſs Charlotte Smith, 


O HOPE, thou ſoother ſweet of human woes! 
How ſhall I lure thee to my haunts forlorn ? 
For me wilt thou renew the wither'd roſe; 


And clear my paintul path of pointed thorn ? 


Ah! come, ſweet nymph, in ſmiles and ſoftneſs dreſt, 
Like the young Hours, that lead the tender Year ; 
Enchantreſs, come, and charm my cares to reſt ; 
Alas ! the flatt'rer flies, and will not hear. 


A prey to grief, anxicty, and pain, 
Muſt I a ſad exiſtence till deplore: x 
Lo! the flow'rs fade, but all the thorns remain; 
For me the vernal garland blooms no more. 


CII. 
SONNET, TO HEALTH. 
By Mr. Mallet. 


Fax Morn appears; ſoft Zephyr's wing, 
O'er hill and dale, renews the Spring: 
Here are thy walks, O ſacred Health ! 

The monarch's bliſs, the beggar's wealth. 


O! thou, moſt courted, moſt deſpis'd, 
And but in abſence duly priz'd ! 

O ! Sun of life, whoſe heav'nly ray 
Lights up and cheers our vary'd way, 
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Thou art beheld, at early dawn, 

Slow pacing o'er the breezy lawn : 
The Spirits, when they gayeſt ſhine, 
Youth, Beauty, Pleaſure, all are thine, 


III. 
THE INESTIMABLE VALUE or Love, 
By Dr, Johnſon, 


Nor the ſoſt ſighs of vernal gales, 
The fragrance of the flow'ry vales, 
The murmurs of the cryſtal rill, 
The vocal grove, the verdant hill; 
Not all their charms, tho' all unite, 
Can touch my boſom with delight. 
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Not all the gems on India's ſhore, 

Not all Peru's unbounded ſtore, 

Not all the pow'r, nor all the fame, 

That heroes, kings, or poets claim 

Nor knowledge, which the learn'd appro\e;, 
To form one wiſh my ſoul can move, 
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Yet Nature's charms allure my eyes; 

And knowledge, wealth, and fame I Prize 
Feme, wealth, and knowledge, I obtain ; 
Nor ſeek I Nature's charms in vain : 
In lovely Stella all combane ; 
And, lovely Stella! thou art mane. 
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CIV, 
To Ecuo,. 


By George Kcate, Ei. 


| SyorTIVE Genius of the Green, 


Frequent heard, yet never ſeen, 
Tripping o'er with printleſs ſpeed, 
Fairy-like, each flow'ry mcad, 
Ranging ev'ry hill along, 
Stealing ev'ry plowman's ſong ; 
Whether waving in the wood, 
Whether ſkimming o'er the flood, 
Panting on the ſouthern gale, 
Or repoſing in the vale, 
Poſting on a Zephyr's wing 
Hither come; and with thee bring 
Gentle Hope, to ſolace one 
By a cruel nymph undone : 

lear me, where beneath the ſhade, 
Penſive mourner, I am laid, 
Dea! to Muſic's native note, 

Pour'd from many a warbler's throat ; 
Blind to all which pleas'd before; 


Smiling landſcapes charm no more. 


Waft my ſighs to yonder plains, 
Where the haughty Fair-one reigns, 
Who, with Beauty's ſubtle art, 
Chains, and triumphs o'er my heart : 
Let their murmur reach her cars ; 


Tell her all my hopes, and fears; 
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4 She alone loſt peace can give: 
4 Tell her, 'tis for her I live; 
3 Tell her, to my paſſion true, 
0 Tho' repuls'd, I ſtill purſue; 
1 That her graces I adore; 


Tell her alſo--but, no more 
Love admits of no delay; 
Little Mimic, haſte away. 


OY; 
| By Vijcount Molefworth, 


Aunzria's face, her ſhape, her air, 
With charms reſiſtlefs wound the heart ; 
In vain you for defence prepare, 


When from her eyes Love throws his dart, 


So ſtrong, fo {wilt the arrow flies, 
Such ſure deliriiftion flying makes, 
The bold oppoſer quickly dies; 
The fugitive it overtakes. 


Nor ſtratagem, nor force avails ; 
No feign'd ſubmiſſion ſets you free: | | 

One look o'er all your art prevails ; 
There's no way lafe, but not to fee. 


For, ſuch the magic of her charms, | 

And wounding ſhe does ſo allure, | 
—- JEW , - : [ 
The inexper:enc'd court their harms ; 


The wounded never wiſh a cure. A 
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CVI. 
By Mr. O'Keeffe. 


On, lingering Time, why with us ſtay, 
When abſent Love we mourn ? 

And why fo nimbly glide away, 
At our true Love's return ? 


Ah, gentle Time, the youth attend, 
Whoſe abſence here I mourn ; . 

The cheerful hours in pity ſend, 
That bring my Love's return, 


1 feel my heart with rapture beat; 
No longer ſhall I mourn; 

My Lover ſoon with ſmiles I'll mect, 
And hail his dear return. 


CVII. 
By General Burgoyne. 


Cour {ing round my favourite tree, 
Ye ſongſters that viſit the grove ; 


*Twas the haunt of my Shepherd and me ; 


And the bark is a record of love. 


Reclin'd on the turf by my fide, 
He tenderly pleaded his cauſe; 
I only with bluthes replied, 
And the nightingale fill'd up the pauſe, 
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CVIII. 


Tue ConTExnTED Mato, 
: | By George Keate, Eſq. 


Lr me live remov'd from noiſe, 
Remov'd from ſcenes of pride and ſtrife, 

And only taſte thoſe tranquil joys, 

7 Which Heav'n beſtows on rural life! 


S — — 2 — 


1 Innocence ſhall guide my youth, | 
4 Whilſt Nature's paths I ſtill purſue; | 
1 Each ſtep I take be mark'd with truth, 

=: And Virtue ever be my view.--- 


Adieu, ye gay, adieu, ye great; 
I fee you all without a ſigh; 
Contented with my happier late, 
In ſilence let me live and die! 
Sweet Peace I'll court to follow me, 
And woo the Graces to my cell; 
For all the Graces love to be 
Where Innocence and Virtue dwell. 
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CIX. 


CoLIN AND P1lLlLL:s, | 


How wretched the maiden who loves 
A ſhepherd unworthy her care ! 

From fair-one to fair-one who roves, 
And whoſe promiſe is lighter than air 


a — 
. — 


. L 
4 y 
Wy [1 
© © 
BY y 
Ba | 4 
G f 


nn 


il 86 "LYRIC REPOSITORY. 

, f | [ Such the ſorrows which poor Phillis knew, 
x 5 Who Colin too raſnly believ'd ; 3 
| þ His aim was to triumph o'er you, 4 
i Ah! Phillis, unkindly decerv'd ! l 
if | Benezth the dark cypreſs ſhe lay, | f 
i [i And ſigh'd her complaint to the wind, | 
[i 1 © That her Colin had wander'd away, ] 
1 And left her deſpairing behind.“ f 
1 All cold, and ſtretch'd out in the ſhade, : 
| . 0 Buy the virgins pale Phillis was found; ; 
'' 5 And a ſcroll on her boſom was laid, ; 
4 | Declaring, that Love gave the wound. N 
| The ſhepherds ſtill ſpeak of her truth, 7 
NF As they point out her grave with a ſigh 3 \ 
And upbraid thy inconſtancy, youth! l 
Who could ſuffer ſuch beauty to die. Shes : 

—ͤ ——— 


E. 
FIDEL E. 
By Collins. 
To fair Fidele's graſſy tomb, 
Soft maids and village-hinds ſhall bring 


Each op'ning {tweet of earlieſt bloom, 


And rifle all the breathing ſpring. 


No Wailing ghoſt ſhall dart appear, 


To vex with ſhrieks this quiet grove; | fl 


But ſhcpncrd-lads aſſemble here, 1 
And melting virgins own their love. | 

5 

N 


ELECIAC, PASTORAL, and PATHETIC, 87 


No wither'd witch ſhall here be ſeen, 
No goblins lead their nightly crew; 

But female fays ſhall haunt the green, 
And drels thy grave with pearly dew, 
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'J The red-breaſt oft, at ev'ning hours, 

1 Shall kindly lend his little aid, _ 

} With hoary moſs, and gather'd flow'rs, 

| To deck the ground where thou art laid. 


5 When howling winds and beating rain 
; In tempeſts ſhake the ſylvan cell ; 


Or midſt the chace upon the plain, | | 
The tender thought on thee ſhall dwell, | ; 


: Each lovely ſcene ſhall thee reſtore, 
| PFoor thee the tear be duly ſhed; 1 
: Belov'd till liſe could charm no more, 
And mourn'd till Pity's ſelf be dead. 
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CXI, 


_- 


. ne rm meer ET —— — ——— — — 


THE UNRELENTING FAIR. 


Wurs fair Serena firſt I knew, 

By Friendſhip's happy union charm'd, 
Inceſſant joys around her flew; 

And gentle {miles my boſom warm'd. 


a... AM 


' But when, with fond, officious care, 

f | I preſs'd to breathe my am'rous pain, 

Her lips ſpoke nought but cold deſpah; 
Her eyes ſhot ice thro! ey'ry vew, 
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| I Thus, in Italia's lovely vales, 


3893 The Sun his genial vigour yields ; 
4381 Reviving Heat cach ſenſe regales, | 
} | 41 And Plenty crowns the ſmiling fields. 
7 

JR en nearer we approach his ray ; 


Surpris'd we ſee pale ſun-beams play 
On everlaſting hills of ſnow. 


High on the Alps* tremendous brow, 


—OoEAO — vv _—_— — — — 


1 A face like lovely Hebe's fair; 


Come hither, ye that long to prove 
The ſoul-enchanting joys of love: 
Quickly, quickly come; for he 
Buys, that bids the moſt for me. 


But let no ſordid wretch preſume, 
With even Crœſus' wealth, to come; 
Nor vainly hope, for gems or gold, 
Such charms as theſe can e'er be ſold 
So vile a change I ſcorn to make; 
For Love's the only coin I take. 
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Wo h MyYRTILLA'S INVITATION. 


us. .T » « 

; 1 W o'r buy a heart ? Myrtilla cries, 
1 

j 


1 ä And throws around her ſparkling eyes; 
| ' 5 An ealy ſhape, a graceful air, 


0 | A pair of eyes that wound at ſight, 

1 And ſoil the di'mond's piercing light. 
i) x | 
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7 cxin. 
? By Aaron Hill, Eſq. 
3 O! roxnran to bid me ſlight her ! 
bY Soul and ſenſes take her part: 
9 Could my death itſelf delight her, 
1 Life ſhould leap to leave my heart. 
1 Strong, tho? ſoft a lover's chain, 
3 | Charm'd with woe, and pleas'd with pains 
J | Tho? the tender flame were dying, 
3 Love would light it at her eyes; 
1 Or, her tuneful voice applying, 
3 Thro' my ear, my foul ſurpriſe. 
F Deaf, I ſee the fate I ſhun; 
E Blind, 1 hear I am undone. 
y CXIV. 
7 By Mr. O. Keeſſe. | 
3 Search all the wide creation round, | 
4 Or earth, or air, or deep profound, 
To ſome great univerſal end, 
\$ Power, ſenſe, inſtinct, reaſon, tend; 
1 | 'Tis love, ſweet univerſal love! 
1 Why Phœbus ſmile upon the morn ? yy | 
þ 2 Why lend a ray to Dian's horn ? | 
s Why flowers perfume the breath of Spring? 
; Or why do birds on hawthorns ſing ? ö 
; 'Tis love, {weet univerſal love! 
| vol. I. N | 
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With honour join'd, oh! form'd to bleſs, 
Thy power let every heart confeſs ; 
If ſenſe and reaſon but remove 
The bandage from the eyes of love, 
Ot love, {weet univerſal love! 


CXV. 


By Mr, | E, Moore. 


War Damon languiſh'd at my feet, 
And I belicv'd him true, 
The moments of delight how ſweet! 
But, ah! how ſwift they flew ! 
The ſunny hill, the flow'ry vale, 
The garden, and the grove 
Have echo'd to his ardent tale, 


And vows of endleſs love. 


The conqueſt gain'd, he left his prize ; 
Ie left her to complain; 

To talk of joy with weeping eyes, 
And meaſure time by pain: 

But Heav'n will take the mourner's part, 
In pity to Deſpair ; 

And the laſt gh, that rends the heart, 
Shall watt the ſpirit there, 
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CXVI. 


HoyrEtLEss LOVE. 


Tax not, my Love, when ſecret grief 
Preys on my ladden'd heart, 

Think not I wiſh a mean relief, 
Or would from ſorrow part, 


Dearly I prize the ſighs ſincere, 
That my true fondneſs prove; 

Nor could I bear to check the tear, 
That flows from hopeleſs Love. 


Alas! tho' doom'd to hope in vain 
The joys that Love requite, 

Yet will I cheriſh all its pain, 
With ſad, but dear delight. 

This treaſur'd grief, this lov'd deſpair 
My lot will ever be; 

But, deareſt, may the pangs I bear 
Be never felt by thee ! 


CXVII. 
By William Shakeſpeare. 


'Taxr, O! take thoſe lips away, 
That ſo {weetly were foriworn ; 

And thoſe eyes, the break of day, 
Lights that do miſlead the morn : 

But my kiſſes bring again, 

Seals of Love, but lcal'd in vain. 
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LYRIC REPOSITORY, 


Hide, O! hide thoſe hills of ſnow, 
Which thy frozen boſom bears ; 
On whoſe tops the pinks that grow 
Are of thole that April wears: 
But firſt ſet my poor heart free, | 
Bound in thoſe icy chains by thee. 


CXVIII. 
To DELIA. 
By Peter Pindar, Eſg. 


Say, lonely maid, with downcaſt eye, 
O Delia, ſay, with cheek ſo pale--- 
What gives thy heart the lengthen'd ſigh, 
That tells the world a mournful tale? 


Thy tears, that thus each other chaſe, 
Beſpeak a boſom ſwell'd with woe: 

Thy ſighs, a ſtorm, that wrecks thy peace; 
Which ſouls like thine ſhould never know. 


O tell me, doth ſome ſavour'd youth, 
With Virtue tir'd, thy beauty flight ; 
And leave thoſe thrones of Love and Truth, 
That lip and boſom of delight ? 


Perhaps, to nymphs of other ſhades 
He feigns the ſoft, impaſſion'd tcar ; 
With ſongs their eaſy faith invades, 
That treach'rous won thy witleſs car, 
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Let not thoſe maids thy envy move, 
For whom his heart may ſeem to pine: 
That heart can ne'er be bleſt with Love, 
Whole guilt could force a pang from thine, 


CXIX. 


SoN NET, TO THE Moo. 


Qorzx of the ſilver bow, by thy pale beam, 
Alone, and penſive, I delight to ſtray, 
And watch thy ſhadow trembling in the ſtream, 
Or mark the floating clouds that croſs thy way. 
And, while 1 gaze, thy mild and placid light 
Sheds a ſoft calm upon my troubled breaſt; 
And oft I think, fair planet of the night, 
That in thy orb the wretched may have reſt, 
The ſuff'rers of the earth perhaps may go, 
Releas'd by Death, to thy benignant ſphere ; 
And the ſad children of Deſpair and Woe 
Forget, in thee, their cup of forrow here, 
O! that I ſoon may reach thy world ſerene, 
Poor weary'd pilgrim---in this toiling ſcene. 
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CXX. 
In the Opera of Summer Amuſement, 


To eaſe my heart, I own'd my flame; 
And much I fear I was to blame; 

For, tho' Love's force we're doom'd to feel, 
The heart its weakneſs ſhould conceal, 
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The bluſh that ſpeaks the ſoften'd breaſt, 
The ſigh that will not be ſuppreſt; 

The tear which down the check will ſteal, 
With cautious art we ſhould conceal. 


And yet if Honour guides the youth, 
And welcome Love 1s led by Truth, 
With joy at Hymen's porch we kneel, 
Nor ſtrive our weakneſs to conceal. 


CXXI. 
By Leonard Macnally, Eſq. 


Lov leads us to lab'rinths of woe: 
Tho? roſes ſpontaneous invite; 

Tho? Pleaſure ſeems prompt to beſtow, 
Each moment, ſome new-ſ{prung delight 


Should the virgin be tempted to taſte 


The fruit, that ſo blooming appears; 
Her ſweets, by Imprudence debas'd, 
All melt in contrition and tears. 


The boſom, where Purity reigns, 

The breath of Detraction can't taint ; 
But ſhe, who not wholly abſtains, 

Shall utter in vain her complaint ; 
Like the hly unable to riſe, 
That's wounded, and droops to its bed, 
Untimely ſhe withers, and dies; | 
And the cypreſs ſprings over her head. 


— . — 


ELECIAC, PASTORAL, and PATHE TIC. 


CXXII. 
By Mr. O'Keeffe, 


How can man ſuch pleaſure find, 
Still in trying each endeavour 
Thus to win the virgin's favour, 
Softly ſteal into her mind, 
And deſtroy her peace for ever 
With her heart, 
To depart, 
Leaving only grief behind? 


Thus the boy, a linnet caging, 
How engaging {! 
Now her ſweet and warbling ſong, 
Soon neglected, 
All rejected; | 
Poor thing! ſhe may her ſong give o'er, 
Her {weetelt notes can charm no more. 


— 8 — — 


CXXIII. 


By the ſame, 


How lweet, how kind the joyful hours, 
With Peace and Virtue crown'd ! 
They come like ſoft deſcending ſhowers, 
To cheer the landſcape round, 
Huſh, throbbing heart, as Truth alone 

Should light the virgin's breaſt, 
Retire, cold freezing Doubt, begone, 
Retire, tis Love's requeſt ! 
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SoN NET, 7 
Suppojed to be written by Werter, | 


Go, cruel tyrant of the human breaſt ! 9 
Wt To others' hearts thy burning arrows bear; k 
11188 Go, where fond Hope and fair Illuſion reſt! _ 4 
1 Ah! why ſhould Love inhabit with Deſpair ? 7 . 
} Il ; | ; Like the poor maniac I linger here, | *3 
| Still haunt the ſcene where all my treaſure lies, 3 
VE Still ſeck for flow'rs where only thorns appear, 2 ; 


"> Ya "ht 


Ss 
th 


| j | And drink delicious poiſon from her eyes. 1 
. Tow'rds the deep gulph, that opens on my fight, | 'Y | 
| 1 I hurry forward, Paſſion's helpleſs ſlave; 3 


And, ſcorning Reaſon's mild and ſober light, 1 
ik | Purſue the path that leads me to the grave. 3 
| 


So round the flame the giddy inſect flies, 


F And courts the fatal fire, by which it dies, 
S : 

| | 
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| F ] Al R. 
Ls | 
1 | In The Double Diſguiſe. 
| 5 | Wurs Beauty's ſmiling Queen, alone, 
+ l | Prepares the ſilken chain of Love, 


4 
. 
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The ſlave not long Love's pow'r ſhall own: 4 
For time will Beauty's charm remove. * 
But when Minerva lends her aid, 1 
With myſtic charms each link is join'd; 
Tho? light as roſy wreaths they're made, 5 
 Enſley'd for life they hold mankind. f 
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CXXVI, 


GRAMAcHREE MoLLY, 


As down on Banna's banks 1 ſtray'd, one evening in May, 
The little birds, in blytheſt notes, made vocal ev'ry ſpray: 
They ſang their little tales of love, they ſang them o'er and o'er. 


Ah! gramachree, ma chollenogue, ma Molly aſhtore! 


The daiſy py'd, and all the ſweets the dawn of nature yields, 
The primroſe pale, and v1'let blue, lay ſcatter'd o'er the fields; 
Such fragrance in the boſom lies of her whom I adorc, 

Ah! gramachree, &c. ' 


I laid me down upon a bank, bewailing my ſad fate, 

That doom'd me thus the ſlave of love, and cruel Molly's hate: 
How can ſhe break the honeſt heart that wears her in its core t 
Ah! gramachree, &c, 


You ſaid you lov'd me, Molly dear: ah! why did I believe ? 

Yet who could think ſuch tender words were meant but to 

| deceive ? 

That love was all I afk'd on earth; nay, Heav'n could give no 
more, | 


Ah! gramachree, &c, 


O] had I all the flocks that graze on yonder yellow hill, 


Or low'd for me the num'rous herds that yon green paſture 
| fill, | 


With her I love, I'd gladly ſhare my kine and fleecy fore 
Ah! gramachree, &c. | 
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Two turtle-doves, above my head, ſat courting on a bough ; 
I envy'd them their happineſs, to ſee them bill and coo ; 


Such fondneſs once for me ſhe ſhew'd ;. but now, alas ! tis 


O'ECre 


Ah! gramachree, &c. 


Then fare thee well, my Molly dear, thy loſs I &er ſhall 


mourn; 
While life remains in Strephon's heart, 'twill beat for thee 
alone: ; 
Tho? thou art falſe, may Heav'n on thee its choiceſt bleſſings 
| pour! | | 


Ah! gramachree, &c. 
CXXVII. 


SONNET, TO SOLITUDE, 


Suppoſed to be written by Werter. 


| O SOLITUDE, to thy ſequeſter'd vale 


I come, to hide my ſorrow, and my tears; 
And to thy echoes tell the mournful tale, 
Which ſcarce I truſt to pitying Friendſhip's cars. 
Amidit thy wild woods, and untrodden glades, 
No ſounds but thoſe of Melancholy move; 
And the low winds, that die among thy ſhades, 
Seem like {oft Pity's ſighs for hopeleſs Love. 
And ſure ſome ſtory of Deſpair and Pain 
In yon deep copſe thy murm'ring doves relate; 
And hark ! methinks, in that long, mournful ſtrain, 
Ihy own ſweet, plaintive ſongſtreſs weeps my fate. 
Ah! Nymph ! that fate aſſiſt me to endure, 
And bear awhile what Death alone can cure, 
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7 CXXVIIL 

3 Tax Sky-LARk. 

: By V. Shenſtone, Eſq. 

q Go, tuneful bird, that glad'ſt the ſkies, 

4 To Daphne's window ſpeed thy Way; 

1 And there on quivering pinions rife, 

# And there thy vocal art diſplay. - 


And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 
And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong, 

2 Tell her, the ſounds that ſoothe her ear 

3 To Damon's native plains belong. 


Tell her, in livelier plumes array'd, 

The bird from India's groves may ſhine; 
But aſk the lovely partial maid, 

What are his notes compar'd to thine ? 


Then bid her treat yon witleſs beau, 
And all his flaunting race, with Tcorn ; 
And lend an car to Damon's woe, 
Who ſings her praiſe, and ſings forlorn. 


A CXXIX. 
" By Mr. 0* Keefe. 
f 0 E love, ſweet love, I've oft been told, 


Its pleaſing pain, its pure delight; 
But yet my heart has ſtill been cold, 
Till your dear image bleſt my ſight, () 


Where love, peace, and innocence, {ſweetly combine: 4 
Soft tender affection, what Þliſs in poſſeſſing! 3 
How bleſt when 'tis love that inſures us the bleſſing! 4 

Careſs'd, ah, what rapture in mutual careſſing ! 1 
What joy can I wiſh for, was Norah but mine! X 
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By Mr. O'Keeffe. 1 
Fon you, dcareſt maiden, the pride of the village, 


The town and its pleaſures I freely reſign; : 
Delights ſpring from labour, and ſcience from tillage, 4 


The feaſts of gay Faſhion with ſpendour invite us, 

Where Luxury, Pride, and her Follies attend ; 

The banquet of Reaſon alone ſhould delight us, 

How ſweet the enjoyment when ſhar'd with a friend ! 
Be thou that dear friend, then, my comfort, my pleaſure, 
A look 1: my ſunſhine, a ſmile is my treaſure : I 
Thy bps, if conſenting, give joy beyond meaſure, 3 

A rapture ſo perfect, what joy can tranſcend ! 
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CXXXI. 


CELIA; 


Rrsolv'p, as her poet, of Celia to ſing, 

For emblems of beauty I ſearch'd thro? the ſpring; 
To flowers folt blooming compar'd the ſweet maid, 
But flowers, tho' blooming, at ev'ning may fade: 
Of ſunſhine and breezes I next thought to write, I 
Of brcezes ſo calm, and of ſunſhine fo bright: 
But theſe with my Fair no reſemblance will hold; 
For ſun ſets at night, and the breezes grow cold. 
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3 The clouds of mild ev'ning array'd in pale blue, 

1 While the ſun- beams behind them peep'd glittering thro', 

4 Tho' to rival her charms they can never ariſe, 

4 Vet methought they look'd ſomething like Celia's ſweet eyes. 


*Theſe beauties are tranſient; but Celia's will laſt, 
| When ſpring, and when ſummer, and autumn are paſt ; 
4 For ſenſe and good humour no ſeaſon diſarms, 
And the ſoul of my Celia enlivens her charms. 


At length on a fruit-tree a bloſſom I found, 
Which beauty diſplay'd, and ſhed fragrance around 
I then thought the Muſes had ſmil'd on my prayer 
This bloſſom,” I cry'd, * will reſemble my Fair; 
Theſe colours ſo gay, and united ſo well, | 
© This delicate feature, and raviſhing ſmell, 
Be her perſon's dear emblem ; but where ſhall I find 
In nature a beauty that equals her mind ? 


4 © This bloſſom, now pleaſing, at ſummer's gay call 
3 Muſt languiſh at firſt, and muſt afterwards fall; 

| But behind it the fruit, its ſucceſſor, ſhall riſe, 

By nature difrob'd of its beauteous diſguiſe : 

So Celia, when youth, that gay bloſſom, is o'er, 

By her virtues improv'd, ſhall engage me the more; 
Shall recal ev'ry beauty that brighten'd her prime, 
When her merit is ripen'd by love and by time.” 


Þ — 
i CXXXII. 

Z By R. B. Sheridan, Eſq. 

is : 

3 H ao I a heart for falſhood fram'd, 


I ne'er could injure you; 


For tho' your tongue no promiſe claim'd, 
Your charms would make me true, 
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To you no ſoul ſhall bear deceit, 
No ſtranger offer wrong : 

But friends 1n all the ag'd you'll meet, 
And lovers in the young. 


But when they learn that you have bleſt 
Another with your heart, 

They'll bid aſpiring paſſion reſt, 
And act a brother's part. 


Then, lady, dread not here _— 


Nor fear to ſuffer wrong : 


For friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, 
And brothers in the young. 


CXXXIII. 
10 STL VIA. 
By David eri Ei. 


Ir Truth can fix thy wav*ring heart, 
Let Damon urge his claim ; 

He feels the paſſion, void of art, 
The pure, the conſtant flame. 


Tho? ſighing ſwams their torments tell, 


Their ſenſual love contemn 3 
They only prize the beauteous ſhell, 
But ſlight the inward gem. e 


Poſſeſſion cures the wounded heart, 
Deſtroys the tranſient fire ; 

But when the mind receives the dart. 
Enjoyment whets defire, 
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By age your beauty will decay, 
Your mind improves with years; 

As when the bloſſoms fade away, 
The rip'ning fruit appears. 


May Heav'n and Sylvia grant my ſuit, 


And bleſs the future hour, 
That Damon, who can taſte the fruit, 
May gather ev'ry flow'r! 


CXXXIV. 


May, THE MoTHER Or Love. 
By Mr, Cunningham, 


Tur virgin, when ſoften'd by May, 
Attends to the villager's vows; 
The birds fondly bill on the ſpray, 
And poplars embrace with their boughs + 
On Ida bright Venus may reign, 
Ador'd for her beauty above ; 
We ſhepherds, that dwell on the plain, 
Hail May, as the mother of love. 


From the Weſt as it wantonly blows, 


Fond Zephyr careſſes the vine; 
The bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſe, 


And willows and woodbines entwine: 


The pinks by the riwulet's fide, 


That border the vernal alcove, 
Bend downward, and kiſs the ſoft tide, 
For May is the mother of love, 


ia 
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May tinges the butterfly's wing; ; 
He flutters in bridal array; 5 
| If the larks and the linnets now ſing, 7 
[ E Their muſic is taught them by May: . 
5 The ſtock- dove, recluſe with her mate, 4 
Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove, 4 
And, murmuring, ſeems to repeat, 9 
That May is the mother of love. 
The goddeſs will viſit ye ſoon, 
Ve virgins, be ſportive and gay; 
Get your pipes, oh! ye ſhepherds, in tune; 
| For muſic muſt welcome the May. 
[; Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, | 
| | And all his keen anguiſh remove, 
|! Let him tell her ſoft tales, and he'll find, 
} That May is the mother of love. 
|? — ¶ —üUñ—õ 7 
. 


| In the Opera of Summer Amuſement, 


How hard our hapleſs lot appears, 
As virgin, or as wife! 
Reſtrain'd in all our early years, » 


Diſtreſs'd in later life ! : 

? 5 
F If fond affection warms our hearts, . 43 

. ba: 

| Too oft' unſeeling man, 1 
4 0 : 75 
4 From faith, from truth, from love departs, . 
And triumphs where he can, 
| p 

| 

a | 

' 

| 
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. CXXXVI. 
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In the Opera of Summer Amuſement. 


Wuar means that downcaſt look, my dear 


; Why heaves the figh ? why drops the tear ? 
: What tears diſturb ? what doubts annoy _ 
| 1 Thoſe hours which love ſhould gild with joy ? 


99 Tho? tranſient care now dims our eyes, 


q More flatt'ring proſpects ſoon ſhall riſe ; 
I Each fond endearing ſcene ſhall prove 
by . The matchleſs force of Melville's love, 
= | CXXXVII. 


THe PRAISE OF CHASTE Love, 


Lov x's a gentle, gen'rous paſſion, 
Source of all ſublime delights ; 

Which, with mutual inclination, 
Two fond hearts in one unites, 


What are titles, pomp, or riches, 
If compar'd with true content ? 
That falſe joy which now bewitches, 
When obtain'd, we may repent, 


Lawleſs paſſion brings vexation; 


I | But a chaſte and conſtant love 
I Is a glorious emulation 
1 Of the bliſsful-ſtate above. 
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CXXXVIII. 
By M. P. Andrews, Eſq. 


Out 'twould make a diſmal ſtory, 
If, when Honour leads him on, 


Love ſhould flight the cauſe of Glory, 


Or diſdain his wounded ſon. 


II, his country's rights defending, 


He ſhould ſome diſaſter prove, 
Pity with affection blending, 
Will but more increaſe my love. 


C XXXIX. 


TRE FAiTHLESS' SWAIN, 


How gentle was my Damon's air! 

Like ſunny beams his golden hair; 

His voice was like the nightingale's, 
More ſweet his breath than flow'ry vales ; 
How hard ſuch beauties to reſign ! 

And yet that cruel taſk is mine. 


On ev'ry hill, in ev'ry grove, 
Along the margin of each ſtream, 
Dear conſcious ſcenes of former love, 
I mourn, and Damon is my theme. 
The hills, the groves, the ſtreams remain; 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain, 
The hills, &c. 
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From hill, from dale, each charm 1s fled ; 
Groves, flocks, and fountains pleaſe no more ; 
Each flow'r in pity droops its head; 
All Nature does my loſs deplore. 
1 All, all reproach the faithleſs ſwain 
3 Vet Damon ſtill I ſeck in vain, 
] All, all, &c. 


1 — — — —⅛ 
A Cale 
3 By Dr. Parnell. 
5 = Wy days have been ſo wondrous free, 
{2 The little birds that fly, 
2 With carelc!s eaſe, from tree to tree, 
Y Were ſcarce ſo bleſt as I: 
Aſk ghding waters, if a tear 
| Of mine increas'd the ſtream ? 
Or aſk the paſſing gales, if e'er 
J I lent a ſigh to them ? 
1 But now my former days retire, 
1 And l'm by beauty caught; 
1 The tender chains of ſoſt deſire 
3 Are fix'd upon my thought: 
a And eager hope within my breaſt 
1 | Does ev'ry doubt controul ; 
Y | And lovely Nancy ſtands conleſs'd 
F The fav'rite of my ſoul. 
3 Ye nightingales, ye twiſting pines, 
4 Ye ſwains that haunt the grove; 
2 Ye gentle echocs, breezy winds, 
# Ye clole retreats of love; | P 2 
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With all of nature, all of art, 
Aſſiſt the dear deſign, 

And make a young unpractis'd heart 
To be tor ever mine. 


The very thought of change I hate, 
As much as of deſpair, 155 

And hardly covet to be great, 
Unleſs it were for her: 

*T1s true, the paſſion in my mind 
Is mix'd with ſoft diſtrefs; 

Yet, while the Fair I love is kind, 
I cannot wiſh 1t leſs. : 


But if ſhe treats me with diſdain, 
Or ſhghts my well-mcant love 
Or looks with pleaſure on my pain, 
A pain ſhe won't remove; 
Farewel, ye hirds, and lonely pines, 
Adieu to tears and ſighs; 
I'll leave my paſſion to the Winds: s 
Love unreturn'd ſoon dies. 


CXLI. 
By Mr. O'Keeffe, 


Tur meadows look cheerful, the birds ſweetly ſing; 
So gaily they carrol the praiſes of Spring: 
Tho' Nature rejoices, poor Norah ſhall mourn, 

Until her dear Patrick again ſhall return. 


Ye laſſes of Dublin, ah, hide your gay charms, 
Nor Jure her dear Patrick from Norah's fond arms ; 
Tho? ſattins and ribbons, and laces are fine, 


They hide not a heart with ſuch feeling as mint. 
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"i 
q CXLII, 
DarnuNe, 


W uy heaves my fond boſom ? ah ! what can it mean ? 
Why flutters my heart, that was once ſo ſerene ? 

Why this ſighing and trembling when Daphne is ncar ? 
1 Or why, when ſhe's ablent, this ſorrow and fear ? 


90 Methinks I for ever with wonder could trace 

The thouſand foft charms that embelliſh thy face: 

Each moment I vicw thee, new beauties I find! 

With thy face I am charm'd, but enſlav'd by thy mind. 


Untainted with folly, unſully'd with pride, 

4 There native good-humour and virtue preſide z 

| Oh Heaven! that virtue thy foul may ſupply 

With compaition for him, Who without thee muſt die, 


2 — —— = 
CXLIII. 
| In the Comic Opera of The Rofe, 
Barcur the ſky, and calm the ocean; 
'Y Now my bark will ſmoothly glide ; 


O! how pleaſing is the motion, 
Sailing thus with wind and tide! 


y Hidden rocks no more beguiling, 
4 Swelling ſails the breezes court; 
; Cupid at the helm fits fmiling, 

1 And conducts me ſale to port. 
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In the Opera of Love m a V lage. 1 


Ou! how ſhall I, in language weak, „ 
My ardent paſſion tell; | 

Or form my fal ring tongue to ſpeak 
That cruci woid, Firewel! 

Farewel---put knuw, tho? thus we part, 

Iv thoughts can never ſtray ; 

Go where I will. my conſtant heart 

Mutt with my charmer ſtay, 


CXLV. 


THE SA1LOR'S Fair 
By Mr. Gay. 


Ar L in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
The ſtreamers weaving in the wind, 

When black-cy'd Suſan came on board, 
O where ſhall I my true-love find? 

Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 

If my ſweet William fails among your crew?“ 


W:ilham, who high upon the yard, 
Rock'd by the billows to and fro, 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 4 
He ſigh'd, and caſt his eyes below ;, 1 
The rope ſlides {wifily thro' his glowing hands, 1 
And quick as lightning on the deck he ſtands. 
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So the ſweet lark, high-pois'd in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 
If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear, 
And drops at once into her neſt. 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet 


Might envy William's lips thoſe Kiſſes ſweed. 


O Suſan ! Suſan ! lovely dear! 
My vows ſhall ever true remain; 
Let me kiſs off that falling tear 
We only part to meet again. 
Change as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compaſs that ſtill points to thee. 


© Believe not what the landmen ſay, 

Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind; 
They'll tell thee, ſailors, when away, 

In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find: 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent Where ſoe'er I go. 


© If to fair India's coaſt we ſail, 


Thine eyes are ſeen in di'monds bright; 
Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy gale ; 

Thy ſkin is ivory fo White: 
Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view, 
Wakes in my foul ſome charm of lovely Sue. 


© Tho? battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn; 

Tho' cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms 
William ſhall to his dear return : 


Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 


Leſt precious tears {ſhould drop from Suſan's eye.” 
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l} The boatſwein gave the dreadful word; 

| [| The ſails their ſwelling boſoms ſpread 

| 4 | No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board , 
i | They kiſs'd, ſhe ſigh'd, he hung his head: . 
f 1 Her leſs'ning boat unwilling rows to land: E 
$4 Adieud' ſhe cry'd, and wav'd her lily hand, * 
1 e AER v0 Z 
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if CXLVI, 4 
| | 

KATE or ABERDEEN, 

18 By Mr. Cunningham. 


Tas ſilver Moon's enamour'd beam 
Steals ſoftly thro' the night, 
To wanton in'the winding ſtream, 
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| I And kiſs reflected light: N 
* | To courts be gone, heart-ſoothing Sleep, J 
141 . 8 


wi Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 3 
Fil Whilſt I my wakeful vigil keep J 
| With Kate of Aberdeen. & 


Ti The nymphs and ſwains expectant wait, 2» 

vi! | In primroſe chaplets gay; 

Ft Till Morn unbars her golden gate, 

| | And gives the promis'd May: 

wit The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare 
| The promis'd May, when ſeen, 

1 Not half fo fragrant, half ſo fairy 

9 As Kate of Aberdceen. 
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I'll tune my pipe to playful notes, 
And rouze yon nodding grove, 
Till new-wak'd birds diſtend their throats, 
And hail the maid I love; 
At her approach the lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new-dreſs'd green 
Fond bird ! 'tis not the Morning breaks 
'Tis Kate of Aberdeen, 


Now, blithſome, o'er the dewy mead, 
Where elves diſportive play, 

The feſtal dance young ſhepherds lead, 
Or ſing their love-tun'd lay; 


Till May, in morning robe, draws nigh, 


And claims a virgin queen : 
The nymphs and ſwains, exulting, cry, 
Here's Kate of Aberdeen.” 


CXLVII. 


Horz. 


By V. Shenſtone, Fſq. 


My banks are all furniſh*d with bees, 
Whole murmur invites one to ſleep ; 


My grottos are ſhaded with trees, 


And my hills are white over with ſheep : 
I ſeldom have met with a Joſs, 
Such health do my fountains beſtow ; 
My fountains all border'd with mols, 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 
Where the hare-bells, &c. 
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I have found out a gift for my Fair, 

I have found where the wood-pigeons breed; 
But let me that plunder forbear 

She'll ſay 'twas a barbarous deed, 
For he ne'er could be true, ſhe averr'd, 

Who could rob a poor bird of 1ts young : 


I lov'd her the more when I heard 


Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue. 
Such tenderneſs, &c. 


But where does my Phyllida ſtray, 

And where are her grots and her bow'rs ? 
Are the groves and the vallies as gay, 

And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours ? 
The groves may perbaps be as fair, 

And the face of the vallics as fine ; 
The ſwains may in manners compare, 

But their love is not equal to mine. 

But their love, &c. | 
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By Mr, Dodſley. 


Wouzn Fanny I ſaw, as ſhe tripp'd o'er the green, 


Fair, blooming, ſoft, artleſs, and kind ; 


Fond love in her eyes, wit and ſenſe in her mien, 


And warmneſs with modeſty join'd ; 


Tranſported with ſudden amazement, I ſtood 


Faſt rivetted down to the place : 


Her delicate ſhape, eaſy motion I view'd, 


And wander'd o'er every grace. 
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© Ye gods, what luxuriance of beauty,” I cry, 
* What raptures muſt dwell in her arms! 

On her lips I could feaſt, on her breaſt I could die; 
O, Fanny, how {weet are thy charms ! 

Whilſt thus in idea my paſſion I fed, 
Such tranſports my ſenſes invade, 

Young Damon ſtepp'd up, with the ſubſtance he fled, 
And left me to kiſs the dear ſhade. 


CXLIX. 
By A. Whiſller, Ei. 


Ler Wiſdom boaſt her mighty pow'r, 
With Paſſion ſtill at ſtrife, 

Yet Love is fure the ſov'reign flow'r, 
The ſweet perfume of life; 


The happy breeze that ſwells the ſai], 
When quite becalm'd we lie; 

The drop that will the heart regale, 
And ſparkle in the eye; 


The ſun that wakes us to delight, 
And drives the ſhades away; 

The dream that cheers our dreary night, 
And makes a brighter day. 


But if, alas! it wrongly ſeize, 
The caſe 1s twice as bad ; 

This flow'r, ſun, drop, or dream, or breeze 
Will drive a blockhead mad. 2 
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CL 
SONNET, 
Written at Venice, 


Fr xp each bright form, and huſh'd each tuneful ſound, 
As home I glide from the Caſſino gay, 

In the dark gondola cloſe curtain'd round, 
Alone and cheerleſs o'er the wat'ry Way, 
Methinks an exile from the golden day, 

Stern Death has plac'd me on the Stygian bound, 
(So buſy Fancy does the ſcene pourtray) 

Pale ghoſts appear, and ſhrieks of woe reſound! 
Meanwhile my abſent Fair I vainly crave ; 

Far other thoughts her preſence would inſpire : 

For Love's bright Queen (ſo ſung the Grecian choir) 
Who roſe exulting from the azure wave, 

Here bids her native element conſpire 


To aid the purpoſes of ſoft deſire, 
CLI, 


DELIA. 
By Mr, Cunningham, 


Tus gentle ſwan, with graceful pride, 
Her gloſſy plumage laves ; 

And, ſailing down the filver tide, 
Divides the whiſp'ring waves: 

The filver tide, that wand'ring flows, 
Sweet to the bird muſt be; 

Put not ſo ſweet, blithe Cupid knows, 
As Dela 1s to me, 
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A parent bird, in plaintive mood, 

On yonder fruit-tree ſung ; 
And ſtill the pendent neſt ſhe view'd, 

] That held her callow young: 

-F Tho” dear to her maternal heart 

| The genial brood muſt be; 

They're not ſo dear, the thouſandth part, 
As Delia is to me. 


The roſes that my brow ſurround, 


1 Were natives of the dale; 
1 Scarce pluck'd, and in a garland bound, 


Before their hue grew pale : 

9 My vital blood would thus be froze, 
C If luckleſs torn from thee ; 

| 3 | For what the root 1s to the roſe 

My Delia is to me. 


Two doves I found like new-fall'n ſnow, 
127 So white the beauteous pair; 
The birds on Delia I'll beſtow, 


A They're like her boſom, fair: 
43 May they of our connubial love 


A happy omen be! 
Then ſuch fond bliſs as turtles prove, 
W1ll Delia ſhare with me, 
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CLII. 


By Lord Lyttelton. 


O vx, who bathe in courtly bliſs, 
Or toil in Fortune's giddy ſphere, 
Do not too raſhly judge amiſs ' 
Of one who lives contented here, 
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Nor yet diſdain the narrow bounds 
That ſkirt this garden's ſmmple pride, 

Nor yet deride the ſcanty mounds 
That fence yon water's peaceful tide. 


The tenant of the ſhade forgive, 
For wand'ring at the cloſe of day, 
With joy to ſee the flow'rets live, 
And hear the linnet's temp'rate lay. 


And O remember, that from ſtrife, 

From fraudful hate, and frantic glee, 

From ev'ry fault of poliſh'd life, 
Theſe ruſtic ſcenes are haply free. 


— — .. 
CLIII. 
SoN NET, 
Suppoſed to be written by Werter, 


M azz there my tomb beneath the lime-tree's ſhade, 
Where graſs and flow'rs in wild luxuriance wave; 
Let no memorial mark where 1 am laid, 
Or point to common eyes the Lover's grave : 
But oft at twilight morn, or cloſing day, 
The faithful Friend, with falt'ring ſtep, ſhall glide, 
Tributes of fond regret by ſtealth to pay, 
And ſigh for the unhappy Suicide. 
And ſometimes, when the Sun, with parting rays, 
Gilds the long graſs that hides my ſilent bed, 
The tears ſhall tremble in my Charlotte's eyes; 
Dear, precious drops! they ſhall embalm the dead. 
Yes; Charlotte o'er the mournful ſpot ſhall weep, 
Where her poor Werter and his forrows ſleep. 
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Ah no !---Ye. winds, her ſighs conceal, 
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CLIV. 
To A LA px. 
Written on the Banks of a River near her Father's y illa. 
By Lord Lyttelton, 


Wu ; theſe cloſe walls her beautics hide, 
For whoſe dear ſake forlorn I rove; 

On the clear ſtream's oppoſing ſide 
The Muſe ſhall wail my hapleſs love 


My love !---which nothing can outvie, 
Which never ſhall a period know ; 
Ye breezes, tell her as ye fly, 
Ye waters, bear it as ye flow.--- 


And tho? (by adverſe friends confin'd ) 
My yielding Fair I vainly crave ; 

O bring her murmurs, gentle wind, 
Her image, ev'ry paſling wave! 


Nor you, ye waves, reflect her face, 
Leſt Aolus my paſſion feel, 
And Neptune ſue for her embrace. 


Small need ye ſhould her accents bear, 
Or to my view her form impart, 

Whoſe voice dwells ever on my ear, 
V. hoſe image ever in my heart. 
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CLV. 


SONNET TO THE Moo, 
Mritten on an Eminence near Dieppe, in France, 


Hzxz by thy midnight beams I love to ſtray, 
And court the muſic of the waves below; 
Thoſe waves to me ſad melodies convey, 
And modulate my ſoul to ſtrains of woe. 


For oft remembrance paints the parting hour, 
And brings thoſe trying ſcenes again to view; 

And oft I think on that relentleſs pow'r 
Which bade Cecilia breathe a long adieu. 


Ah long indeed I yet my fond heart pourtrays 
Her artleſs love, ſtill faithful and fincere; _ 
And, taught by Hope's re-animating rays, 
The lov'd idea prints its image there. 


There ſhall it d well; and, nurs'd with tender care, 
Remove each doubt, and quell each riſing fear. 


...... — on 


A Peter Pindar, £fq. 


Tnov told'ſt me, dear perfidious Maid, 
That Spring ſhould loſe her vary'd bloom; 

That Cynthia's ſilv'ry beam ſheuld fade, 
And Sol no more the world illume, 

When thou, the pride of ev'ry grove, 

ShouldR ceaſe to bleſs me with thy love. 
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Spring boaſts her bloom, and Cynthia's rays 
Still chaſe the ſolemn ſhades of Night ; 
Whilſt Sol, with undiminiſh'd blaze, 
Pours on the globe his golden light : 
And yet, my trembling lips declare, 
That thou art falſe as thou art fair. 


But ſame will ſay, Ah! filly Swain! 
How dares thy love to her aſpire ; 

For whom a thouſand ſigh in vain, 
And kindle with a hopeleſs fire? 

I own the folly ; but what breaſt 

Swells not with withes to be bleſt? 


— ——————— 


CLVII. 


AN INVITATION INTO THE COUNTRY. 
By W. Cowper, Eſq. 


Tus ſwallows, in their torpid ſtate, 
Compoſe their uſeleſs wing; 

And bees in hives as idly Wait 
The call of carly Spring. 


The keeneſt froſt that binds the ſtream, 
The wildeſt wind that blows, 

Are neither felt nof fear'd by them, 
Secure of their repoſe, 


But man, all feeling and awake, 


The gloomy ſcene ſurveys; 

With preſent ills his heart muſt ach, 
And pant for brighter days. 

Vor. I. R 
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Old Winter, halting o'er the mead, 
Bids me and Mary mourn; | 

But lovely Spring peeps o'er his head, 
And whiſpers your return, 


Then April, with her ſiſter May, 
Shall chaſe him from the bow'rs, 
And weave ſreſh garlands ev'ry day, 

To crown the ſmiling Hours. 


And if a tear, that ſpeaks regret 
Of happier times, appear, 

A glimpſe of joy that we have met, 
Shall ſhine, and dry the tear. 


CLVIII. 


Tre PARTING. 
By Mrs, John ſon. 


N AY, hide that tear, my faithful Love, 
Such tenderneſs reſtrain ; 

One kiſs alone thy Marg'ret aſks, 
One kiſs ſhall ſooth her pain. 


What though beneath the moon's ſoft ray, 
Along the ſtrand I penſive ſtray, 
In vain to ſeek thee there; 
What though I caſt a wat'ry eye 
To where proud ocean meets the ſky, 
My ſoul ſhall not deſpair. 
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Though angry tempeſts round us roar, 

And, furious, ſhake this rocky ſhore, 
With ev'ry evil fraught, 

Thy recollected vows ſhall cheer 

My heart, and dry the ſtarting tear, 


That ſprings from apprehenſive thought. 


CLIX, 
By W, Shenſtone, E/q. 


Tus riſing Sun thro? all the grove 
Diffus'd a gladſome ray: 
My Lucy ſmil'd, and talk'd of love; 
And ev'ry thing look'd gay. 


But, oh! the fatal hour was come, 
That forc'd me from my dear: 
My Lucy then thro' grief was dumb, 

Or ſpoke but by a tear. 


Now far from her and bliſs I roam, 
All nature wears a change ; 

The azure ſky ſeems wrapt in gloom, 
And ev'ry place looks ſtrange. 


Thoſe flow'ry fields, this verdant ſcene, 
oon larks that tow'ring ſing, 
With ſad contraſt increaſe my ſpleen, 
And make me loath the Spring. 
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My books, that wont to ſooth my mind, 
No longer now can pleaſe : 

There only thoſe amuſement find, 
That have a mind at caſe, 


Nay, life itſelf is taſteleſs grown, 
From Lucy whilſt I ſtray: 

Sick of the world, I muſe alone, 
And figh the live-long day. 


CLX. 
THE DEATH OF ALLEN. 


Tur bells they rang all in the morn, 
And Allen he roſe full ſoon; 

Sad tidings were heard for Allen to hear, 
That Mary would wed ere noon. 


Then Allen he call'd on Thomas's name, 
And Thomas came at his call: 

* Make ready a cofhn and winding ſhroud, 
For Mary ſhall fee my fall. 


When laſt we parted with brimful eye, 

Right loving ſhe made a vow ; 

But Richard has twice as many ſheep, 
And Mary forgets me now. 


© Then bear me to the green-graſs bank, 
Where we did kils and play; 

And tell her, the rain, that made it ſo green, 
Has waſh'd my Kiſſes away.“ 
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The bridegroom led the bride ſo fair; ; 
The prieſt he came anon ; 

But Thomas he brought bis dear friend's corſe, 
Or ere the wedding was done, 

He laid him on the green-graſs bank, 
Where they did kiſs and play; 

And told her, the rain, that made it ſo green, 
Had waſh'd his kiſles away. 


When ſhe beheld poor Allen's dead corſe, 
Her maiden bluiſh was loſt ; 

She faded, as tho' on April morn 
A primroſe nipt by a froſt, 


Then, all beneath one fatal ſtone, 
Together they bury'd were : 

Falſe maidens, who break your plighted vow, 
Take heed ye come not there, 


—— — — — — — ——  —— 


CLXI. 


In The Ag recable Surpriſe. 


H avvy, harmleſs, rural pair, 
Void of jealouſy or care; 
Emblems of the bleſs'd above, 
Sharing pure ſeraphic love! 


By the brook, beneath the ſhade 
Of the lofty peplar laid, 
Cheerful ſtrains awake the grove, 
Dulcet notes of peace and love, 
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Say, ye proud, ye rich, and great, 
Circled round with noiſe and tate, 
Real pleaſures can ye prove ? 

No; ttis found in rural love. 


—— —D——— — 
CLXIL. 
base 


Wur sx firſt the Eaſt begins to dawn, 
And Nature's beauties riſe, : 
The lark aſſumes her mattins ſweet, 
And ſeeks the yielding ſkies, 
The roſy light that glads the Muſe, 
Dear to her breaſt muſt be; 
But not fo dear, young Cupid knows, 
As Damon 1s to me. 


In yonder tree two turtles bill, 


Whote ſweet alternate notes, 
In pretty ſongs of love, prolong. 
The muſic of their throats : 
Dear to the lover's flutt'ring breaſt 
The fair-one's notes muſt be; 
But not ſo dear, the thouſandth part, 
As Damon 1s to me. 


A mourning bird, in plaintive mood, 
Robb'd of her callow young, 
In yonder grove obſery'd her neſt, 


And ſtill her woes ſhe ſung; 
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No feather'd warbler of the wood 
More ſorrowful could be; 

But I far greater woes mult ſhare, 
Were Damon far from me. 


— — —— — — 
CLXIII. 
Tuk ExPOSTULATION, TO DELIA, 
By Lord 5 
Fox ever, O mercileſs Fair! 
Will that cruel indiff*rence endure ? 


Can thoſe eyes look me into deſpair, 
And that heart be unwilling to cure? 


If I love, will you doom me to die; 
Or, if I adore you, upbraid ? 
Can that breaſt the leaſt pity deny 
To the wretch which your beauty has made ? 


How oft what I felt to diſguiſe 
Has my reaſon imperiouſly ſtrove ; 
Till my ſoul almoſt fell from my eyes, 
In the tears of the tendereſt love! 


Till, render'd unable to flow, 

By the torture's exceſs which I bore, 
That nature ſunk under the woe, 

Or only recover'd to more, 


Then, Delia, determine my fate, 
Nor let me to madneſs be drove; 

But, O] do not tell me you hate, 
It you even reſolve not to love. 
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CLXIV. 
Trax REeyLy, 
By Lady Mary S. 


O! cxasx to mourn, unhappy youth ! 

Or think this boſom hard: 

My tears, alas ! muſt own your truth, 
And wiſh it could reward. 


Th” exceſs of unabating woe 
This tortur'd breaſt endures, 

Too well, alas! muſt make me know 
The pain that dwells in yours. 


Condemn'd like you to weep. in vain, 
1 ſeek the darkeſt grove, 

And fondly bear the ſharpeſt pain 

Of never-hoping love. 


WW My waſted day, in endleſs ſighs, 
No ſound of comfort hears; 

And morn but breaks on Delia's eyes 
To wake her into tears. 


If Sleep ſhould lend her friendly aid, 
In fancy I complain 

And hear ſome ſad, ſome wretched maid, 
Or ſee ſome perjur'd ſwain. 


Then ceaſe thy ſuit, fond youth, O ceaſe, 
Or blame the Fates alone; 

For how can I reſtore your peace, 
Who quite have loſt my own ? 


* 
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CLXV. 
Fair ROSALE. 
By Mr. Richardſon. 


O chat lone bank Where Lubin died, 
Fair Roſale, a wretched maid, 

Sat weeping o'er the cruel tide, 
Faithful to her Lubin's ſhade, | 

© Oh! may ſome kind, ſome gentle wave 
Waft him to this mournful ſhore; 

Theſe tender hands ſhould make his grave, 

And deck his corpſe with flowers o'er. 


6 I'd ever watch his mould'ring clay, 
And pray for his eternal reſt : 
When Time his form has worn away, 
His duſt 1'd place within my breaſt.” 
While thus ſhe mourn'd her Lubin loſt, 
And Echo to her grief replied, 
Lo, at her feet his corpſe was toſt ! | 
She ſhriek'd! ſhe claſp'd him, ſigh'd, and dicd! 


CLXVI. 


Tug DisTRESS O MARIAN. 


Oxr April cv'ning, when the Sun 
Had journey'd down the ſky, 
Sad Marian, with looks of woe, 
Walk'd forth full heavily. * 
Vor. I. | 8 
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Tears trickled down her faded cheek, 
Soft ſighs her boſom heav'd ; 

Soft ſighs reveal'd her inward woe; 
Alas! ſhe'd been deceiv'd. 


* Oh! what a wretch am I become, 
A luckleſs laſs!” ſaid ſhe; 

© The cowſlip and the violet blue 
Have now no charms for me. 


© The golden Sun, that daily ſhines, 
And glitt'ring decks the ſky, 
Brings no, relief to my diftreſs, 
Or pleaſure to my eye. 


© This little river, when I dreſs'd, 
Has ſerv'd me for a glaſs; 
But now 1t only ſhews how love 
Has ruin'd this poor face. 


© What charms could happy Lucy boaſt, 
To fix thy wav'ring mind? 
What charms in Lucy more than me, 


Ungrateful, couldſt thou find? 


© Haſt thou forgot the tender vows 
Which at my feet were made ? 

Yet I'll not ſpend my dying hour, 

Thy falſhood to upbraid. 


© But what remaining breath I have 
Shall intercede with Heav'n, 

That all thoſe broken vows to mey 
At laſt, may be forgiv'n, 
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© Yet one poor boon, before I die, 
I would of thee require; 
And do not thou refuſe to grant 
A wretch's Jaſt deſire: 


When you with Lucy ſhall aſx 
The happy marriage-day, 
Oh! do not o'er my green-graſs grave, 
Inhuman, take thy way !' 


CLXVII. 


In The Agreeable Surpriſe. 


Tur virgin lily of the night, 
Aurora finds in tears; 

But ſoon, in coif of native white, 
Her fragrant head ſhe rears : | 
No longer droops, diſtreſs'd, forlorn, 

But, freſh and blithe as May, 

She riſes to perfume the morn, 


And ſmiles upon the day. 


The limpid ſtreams of noble ſource, 
That miles in darkneſs flow, 

Emerging in their devious courſe, 
Tranſlucent beauties ſhew. 

O'er golden ſands they gently glide, 
Unruffled with the gale, 

Reflefting heav'n with ſplendid pride, 
As rolling through the vale. S 2 
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CLXVIII. 


SoN NET. 


War will the Muſe with pining Sorrow dwell? 


Ah why, in Mis'ry's lonely cell, 
My wayward fate purſue ? 
Haply, to cheer my penſive hours, 
She lends her faſcinating pow'rs, 
And paints my woes anew. 


And as no fond, no pitying friend is near, 
The plaintive tale of Grief to hear, 
She breathes it to the wind: 
But can her ſacred influence controul 
The ſtruggling tumults of the ſoul, 
Or eaſe the troubled mind ? 


Ah! no; her ſmiles but keener point each dart, 
And drive it ſwifter through the bleeding heart. 


CLXIX. 
THE SM4 LES OF JAMIE. 


Younc Cupid is with me wherever I go--- 
He plagues me, and teazes, and vexes me ſo--- 
To ſhun the young urchin 1 fly to the grove, 
But ſoon at my elbow I find little Love: 


I meet with young Strephon, the pride of the plain ; 


His imiles for a moment can baniſh all pain; 
Then Cupid, to teaze me, is ſure to repeat--- 


The ſmiles of your Jamie are ten times more ſweet, 


CET 


ELECIAC, PASTORAL, and PATHETIC. 133 


T*other day, when reclining in Strephon's gay bow'r, 

And charm'd with the fragrance of each blooming flow'r 
The vi'let, the lily, the ſweeteſt that blows, 

He had twin'd with young myrtle, the woodbine, and roſe; 
I forgot the young tyrant, and own'd to the {wain, 

That this fragrant ſpot was the pride of the plain; 

But Cupid ſtept forward, and cried---* Tis a cheat; 

The breath of your Jamie is ten times more ſweet.“ 


Quite angry, at laſt, I cried---* Let me alone; 
I have ſenſe, and have ears, and have eyes of my own; 
Your blindneſs and folly will lead me aſtray, 
While Prudence to Strephon's gay bow'r leads the way.“ 
Provok'd by my anſwer, he preſently flew, 

And brought my dear Jamie quite full in my view 
Inſtructed by Love, he knelt down at my feet, 
And the vows of my Jamie are true as they're ſweet, 


Now Strephon, in vain, may exert all his pow'r; 
With Jamie, contented, I'Il ſhun the gay bow'r; 
In a cottage more humble, contented to dwell, 
With him I am happy, tho' humble my cell. 

To revenge me on Cupid for all my paſt pain, 

I'll bind the young rogue in a ſweet roſy chain; 

I'll cut off his wings, and tie lead to his feet, 

For with Love and my Jamie my joys are complcte. 


— —  —  — — 


CLXX. 
Zy Peter Pindas, Eſq. 


Doow'y by my fortunes fickle ſtar, 
Dear Maid ! I ſeek the dang'rous wave; 

Condemn'd from thee to wander far, q 
To Love, and Delia's charms, a flave. | 
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Yet, ere thy balmy lips I leave, | 
And quit that boſom's ſnowy white, 

Oh! Nymph, my tears, my ſighs receive, 
And grant me thine, my lait delight. 


On each bright tear ſhall Fancy dwell, 

And Mem'ry cach ſoft ſigh reſtore ; 
Thus doating on the ſweet farewell, 
Like miſers on their golden ſtore. 


Cee —— :. 


CLXXI. 


TE HEtnwiTt, 


Ar the cloſe of the day, when the hamlet is ſtill, 
And mortals the ſweet of forgettulneſs prove, 

When nought but the torrent 1s heard on the hill, 

And nought but the nightingale's ſong in the grove; 


*Twas thus, by the cave of the mountain afar, 


While his harp rung ſymphonious, a Hermit began: 
No more with himſelf, or with Nature at war, 
He thought as a fage, tho? he felt as a man. 


Ab why, all abandon'd to darkneſs and woe, 
Why, alone Philomela, that Janguiſhing tall ? 


For Spring ſhall return, and a lover beſtow, 


And Sorrow no longer thy boſom inthral. 
But 1f Pity inſpire thee, renew the {ad lay, 
Mourn, {weeteſt complainer, man calls thee to mourn ; 


O ſooth him, whoſe plcaſures hke thine paſs away, 


Full quickly they paſs---but they never return. 
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Now gliding remote, on the verge of the ſky, 
The moon half extinguiſh'd her creſcent diſplays 2 
But lately I mark'd, when majeſtic on high 
She ſhone, and the planets were loſt in her blaze. 
Roll on, thou fair orb, and with gladneſs purſue 
The path that conduRs thee to ſplendour again; 
' But man's faded glory what change ſhall renew? 
Ah fool! to exult in a glory ſo vain! 


»Tis night, and the landſcape is lovely no more; 
I mourn, but, ye woodlands, I mourn not for you; 
For morn 1s approaching your charms to reitore ; 
Perfum'd with freſh fragrance, and glitt'ring with dew. 
Nor yet for the ravage of Winter I mourn; 
Kind Nature the embryo bloſſom will ſave; 
But when ſhall Spring viſit the mouldering urn? 
O when ſhall it dawn on the night of the grave! 


— — —— — 


CLXXII. 


SPRING, 


Tu- Spring with ſmiling face is ſeen, 
To uſher in the May; 

The fields all mantled o'er with green, 
All deck'd in flowrets gay : 

The feather'd ſongſters of the grove 

All join in harmony and love. 


The ſoaring lark, that cleaves the ſkies, 
Low builds her humble neſt : 

The rambling boy, that finds the prize, 
Is ſure ſupremely bleſt ; 

And, when the parent bird is flown, 

He haſtes and marks it for his own. 
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CLXXIIL 


TE Pains OF ABSENCE. 


By Samuel Knight, A. M. 


Ev's in the carly hours of new-born Love, 
Ere ſmiling Hope firſt ſooth'd her infant care, 
What poignant anguiſh was I doom'd to prove, 
Torn from the preſence of my charming Fair! 


Yet what were then, dear Girl, the joys 1 loſt ? 
-=--- -Lmpertect, faint, imaginary bliſs : 

A tranſient glance, a flatt'ring ſmile,---at moſt ; 
Half granted, half denied, a haſty kiſs, 


Did abſence then o'erwhelm my ſoul with grief, 
When but a glimpſe of Paradiſe was giv'n ? 

Ah! who, my Delia, now ſhall grant relief, 

From heav'n itfelf, from thy embraces driv'n ? 


0 melting tranſports ! raviſhing delights ! 


When to my breaſt I ſtrain'd the yielding Fair: 
Ye days of pleaſure, and ye rapt'rous nights, 
What do ye now but add to my deſpair ? 


And can I live, thus torn from all I love, 
When equal cares my Delia's heart oppreſs ? 
Hope whiſpers, + Abſence ſhall our blifs improve, 
And yet ſuperior joys our meeting bleſs.* 


Ah! Delia, does the flatt*rer whiſper truth ? 
Superior joys !'---Alas! that cannot de: 


Thou canſt not, Delia, bleſs thy faithful youth 


With greater joys than he has .known with thee. 
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CLXXIV. 
WINTER ENLIVENED BY Hoes, 
By the ſame. 


Crd in autumnal gold the foreſt ſhines; 
And the faint Sun, with horizontal ray, 
Too ſoon the dreary world to Night reſigns, 

Whoſe ebon ſceptre boaſts ſuperior ſway. 


Ah! ſoon to Winter muſt hale Autumn yield, 
And frequent clouds the angry ſky deform ; 

The driving ſnow ſoon whiten ev'ry field, 
And the bare foreſt bend before the ſtorm, 


The cheerleſs ſcene afflicts the thoughtful ſwain : 
That ſettled gloom proclaims his grief ſincere 3 
Ev'n now he feels anticipated pain, 
And gives to future ills a preſent tear. 


Do I, my Delia, in his ſorrows Join ? 

Say, do 1 drop a ſympathizing tear? 
And mourns, my Love, this tributary line 
The faded beauties of th' expiring year? 


The paler bloſſoms of the early Spring, 

Summer's warm tints with brighter glow that ſhine, 
To no enraptur'd mind more joy could bring, 

Full well thou know'ſt, my Delia, than to mine; 
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Yet pleas'd I now behold the ſtorm prevail, 
With joy the foreſt's ſcatter'd honours ice ; 
And ev'ry blaſt that howls along the vale 
More ſweetly ſounds than Muſic's voice to me. 


Ah! tell me, Delia, necd the Muſe declere, 

Whence I enjoy this wreck of Nature's charms ?--- 
---Relentleſs Summer forc'd me from my Fair 

Kind Winter will reſtore her to my arms. 


O Autumn! how I bleſs thy boiſt'rous nights! 
What charms for me has yonder faded grove ? 
Thy ſtorms are harbingers of ſoft delights, 
Each falling leaf a meſſenger of Love. 


CLXXV, 


SONNET, 


By the ſame, 


27 open foes of Love's bewitching art, 


Believe a youth by ſad experience wiſe! 
Ne'cr from Employment's beaten road depart, 
Nurs'd in the lap of Sloth the infant lies: 
Love's fatal arrow never wounds the heart, 
When Vigilance her ſevenfold ſhield fupphes ; 
That once remov'd, then Beauty wings the dart, 
And with too certain aim, alas! it flies, 
The Vet'ran thus, whom hardy Valour warms, 
Firm in his duty, ſtill maintains his poſt; 
While the raw youth, betray'd by Pleaſure's charms, 
Submits a priſoner to the adverſe hoſt : 
Him ſmiling Peace reſtores to Freedom's arms, 
But Beauty's captiye is for. ever loſs. 
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CILXXVI. 
SoN NET, 


By the ſame. 


O vor Oblivion's friendly draught, to heal 
The ceaſeleſs anguiſh of my wounded breaſt! 
The pains, alas! that I in abſence feel 
By no leſs lenient balm can be repreſt ; 
Happy the youth that boldly may reveal 
The truth his eyes already have confeſt; 
For ſure it doubles ſorrow, to conceal 
The latent wound that robs the ſoul of reſt! 
Love, hidden I ove does all my peace deſtroy 
In ſilent grief my bloom of youth decays ; 
I ev'ry hope reſign of ev'ry joy, 
To gain a fading wreath of empty praiſe ; 
While Honour þ:ds me, like the Spartan boy, 
Till Death conceal what on my vitals Preys. 


- mn — | 
CLXXVII, 
By W. Shenſtone, Eig. 


I x a vale fring'd with woodland, where grottos abound, 
And rivulets murmur, and echoes reſound, 

I vow'd to the Muſes my time and my care; 

Since neither could win me the {miles of my Fair. 


As Freedom inſpir'd me, I rang'd and I ſung; 
And Daphne's dear name never fell from my tongue: 
But, if once a ſmooth accent delighted my ear, 
J ſhould wiſh, unawares, that my Daphne might hear, 
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With faireſt ideas my boſom I ſtor'd; 
Alluſions to none but the Nymph I ador'd; 

And the more I with ſtudy my fancy refin'd, 

The deeper impreſſion ſhe made on my mind. 
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Ah! whilſt I the beauties of Nature purſue, 
J ſtill muſt my Daphne's fair image renew; 
The Graces have choſen with Daphne to rove, 
And the Mufes are all in alliance with Love. 
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CLXXVIII. 
DArHNE'S Vier; 
By the ſame. 


VI birds! for whom I rear'd the grove, 
With melting Jay ſalute my love : 
My Daphne with your notes detain ; 


Or I have rear'd my grove in vain. 


Ye flow'rs ! before her footſteps riſe 


1 
[! 
it Diſplay at once your brighteſt dyes ; 
| That ſhe your op'ning charms may fee 
if Or what were all your charms to me? 
if 
Wl: Kind Zephyr! bruſh each fragrant flower, 
: i And ſhed its odours round my bower : 
I Or never more, O gentle wind, 
iv Shall I, from thee, refreſhment find. 
| 
#| 1 Ye ſtreams ! if &'er your banks I lov'd, ; 
1 If e'er your native ſounds improv'd, 
1 May each ſoft murmur ſooth my Fair; 
if i Or, oh! 'twill deepen my deſpair, 
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And thou, my grot ! whoſe lonely bounds 
The melancholy pine ſurrounds, ' 

May Daphne praiſe thy peaceful gloom; 
Or thou ſhalt prove her Damon's tomb. 


: CEXXISX:;: 


THz Ros E-Bup. 
By the ſame. 


Sek, Flavia, ſee that budding roſe, 
How bright beneath the buſh it glows: 
How fafely there it lurks conceal'd ; 
How quickly blaſted, when reveal'd ! 


The Sun with warm attractive rays 
Tempts it to wanton in the blaze; 
A blaſt deſcends from caſtern {kies, 
And all its bluſhing radiance dies, 


Then guard, my Fair ! your charms divine; 
And check the fond deſire to ſhine, 

Where Fame's tranſporting rays allure, 
While here more happy, more ſecure, 


The breath of ſome neglected maid 
Shall make you ſigh you left the ſhade ; 
A breath to beauty's bloom unkind, _ 
As, to the roſe, an caſtern wind. 
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The nymph reply'd, © You firſt, my ſwain, 
Conhne your ſonnets to the plain; 

One envious tongue alike diſarms, 
You, of your wit; me, of my charms, 


© What is, unheard, the tuneful thrill? 
Or what, unknown, the poet's {kill ? 

What, unadmir'd, a charming mien, 
Or what the roſe's bluſh, unſeen ?? 


: 3 — — 
CLXXX. 


IN A SHADY VALLEY, NEAR A RUNNING WATER, 


By the ſame. 
O! ter me haunt this peaceful ſhade ; 
Nor let ambition e'er invade 
The tenants. of this leafy bow'r, 
That ſhun ker paths, and ſlight her pow'r. 


Hither the plaintive halcyon flies, 1 
From ſocial meads and open ſkies; 

Pleas'd, by this rill, her courſe to ſteer, 

And hide her ſapphire plumage here. 


The trout, bedropt with crimſon ſtains, 
Forſakes the river's proud domains; 
Forſakes the ſun's unwelcome gleam, 
To lurk within this humble ſtream. 


And ſure I heard the Naiad ſay, 

Flow, flow, my ſtream ! this devious way; 
Though lovely ſoft thy murmurs are, 

Thy weters, lovely cool and fair. 
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Flow, gentle ſtream ! nor let the vain 
Thy ſmall unſully'd ſtores diſdain : 
Nor let the penſive ſage repine, 

Whoſe latent courſe reſembles thine.” 


| = Y ' A PIs — — — 
CLXXXI. 


To A Younc LADY, 
By the ſame. 


Suxv xy, my Fair ! that lucid ſtream 
Adown the ſmiling valley ſtray ; 
Would Art attempt, or Fancy dream, 

To regulate its winding way ? 


So pleas'd I view thy ſhining hair 
In looſe diſhevell'd ringlets flow: 

Not all thy art, nor all thy care, 

Can there one ſingle grace beſtow. 


Survey again that verdant hill, 
Wini native: enamell'd = ?: 
Say, can the pics utmoſt ik: : 
Iuſtruct one fl w'r to pleaſe us wwvre f 


As vain it were, with artfu! oye, 

To change the bloom thy cheeks diſcloſe, 
Ana oh may Laura, ere the try, 

Wi [reth vermilion paint the roſe! 
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Hark, how the woodlark's tuneful throat 
Can every ſtudy'd grace excel; 

Let art conſtrain the rambling note, 

And will ſhe, Laura, pleaſe ſo well? 


Oh ever keep thy native eaſe, 
By no pedantic rules confin'd ! 
For Laura's voice is form'd to pleaſe, 
So Laura's words be not unkind. 


CLXXXII. 
Cal SsO's INVITATION TO TELEMACHUS; 


By Mr. Cumberland. 


Hax! the merry horns reſounding 
Summon to the dewy plain ; 

While, from rock to rock rebounding, 
Echo doubles ev'ry ſtrain. 


Come ; and, while freſh breezes greet us, 
Freely o'er my Iſland rove ; 

Health on ev'ry hill ſhall meet us, 
Love await in ev'ry grove. 


Come; and, this ſoft languor ſcorning, 
Nerve thy heart for new delight ; 

So {hall roſes of the morning 
Flouriſh on the cheek of night, 


ELEGIAC, PASTORAL, and PATHETIC, 145 


CLXXXIIL 
By Mr. Dibdin. 


Swix, melancholy bird, again, 
As thou art wont at ev'ry eve, 
My hopeleſs ſorrow, in ſoft ſtrain, 
Ah! echo to me, and relieve. 


Alas! to anſwer my ſad woe, 
In ſympathy all Nature grieves: 
The rivers ſeem with tears to flow, 


The zephyr ſighs amidſt the leaves. 


CLXXXIV. 
| By the ſame. 


Buicur gems, that twinkle from afar, 
Planets, and ev'ry leſſer ſtar; | 
Who, darting each a downward ray, 
Conſole us for the loſs of day 


Begone ! Ev'n Venus, who, ſo bright, 
Reflects her viſions pure and White, 
Inſtant begone, and quit the ſkies ; 
For, lo! the moon begins to riſe. 


Ye pretty warblers of the grove, - 
Who chaunt ſuch artleſs tales of love; 
The throſtle, gurgling in his throat; 
The linnet, with his filver note; 
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Fly, vaniſh, diſappear, take wing; 
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The ſoaring lark, the whiſtling thruſh, 
The merry blackbird, goldfinch, huſh ! 


The nightingale begins to ſing. 
CLXXXV, 
M1DSUMMER. 
By Dr. Johnſon, 


O »nazvs! down the weſtern ky, 
Far hence diffuſe thy burning ray; 

Thy light to diſtant worlds ſupply, 
And wake them to the cares of day. 


Come, gentle eve, the friend of caſe, 
Come, Cynthia, lovely queen of night! 
Refreſh me with a cooling breeze, 
And cheer me with a lambent light. 


Lay me, where o'er the verdant ground 
Her living carpet Nature ſpreads 

Where the green bow'r, with roſes crown'd, 
In ſhow'rs its fragrant foliage ſheds, 


Improve the peaceſul hour with wine; 
Let muſic die along the grove ; 
Around the bowl let myrtles twine, 
And ev'ry ſtrain be tun'd to love. 


Come, Stella, queen of all my heart ! 
Come, born to fill its vaſt deſires ! 

Thy looks perpetual joys impart ; 
Thy voice perpetual love inſpires. 
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Whilſt, all my wiſh, and thine complete, 
By turns we languiſh and we buran, 

Let ſighing gales our ſighs repeat; | 
Our murmurs---murmuring brooks return, 


Let me, when Nature calls to reſt, 

And bluſhing ſkies the morn foretell, 

Sink on the down of Stella's breaſt, 
And bid the waking world farewell, 


— TEC IT emma 
CLXXXVI. 


WINTER. 


By the ſame. 


No more the morn, with tepid rays, 
Unfolds the flow'r of various hue ; 
Noon ſpreads no more the genial blaze, 

Nor gentle eve diſtils the dew. 


The ling'ring hours prolong the night; 
Uſurping darkneſs ſhares the day; 

Her miſts reſtrain the force of light, 
And Phoebus holds a doubtful ſway. 


By gloomy twilight half reveal'd, 
With ſighs we view the hoary hill, 

The leafleſs wood, the naked field, 
The ſnow-topt cot, the frozen rill. 


No muſic warbles through the grove; 
No vivid colours paint the plain ; 
No more, with devious ſteps, I rove 
Thro' verdant paths, now ſought in vain, U 2 
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Aloud the driving tempeſt roars; 
Congeal'd, impetuous ſhow'rs deſcend 

Haſte, cloſe the window, bar the doors; 
Fate leaves me Stella and a friend, 


In Nature's aid, let art ſupply 
With light and heat my little ſphere ; 
Rouze, rouze the fire, and pile it high; 
Light up a conſtellation here, 


Let Muſic ſound the voice of joy, 
Or Mirth repeat the jocund tale; 

Let Love his wanton wiles employ, 
And o'er the ſeaſon Wine prevail. 


Yet Time life's dreary Winter brings, 
When Mirth's gay tale ſhall pleaſe no more; 
Nor Muſic charm---tho” Stella ſings ; 


Nor Love, nor Wine the Spring reſtore, 


Catch then, O] catch the tranſient hour; 
Improve each moment as it flies ; 

Life's a ſhort Summer---man a flow'r! 

He dies-—alas! how ſoon he dies! 


—— — . —'Tê — 


CLXXXVII. 
By Mr. Mallet, 


I r thoſe, who live in ſhepherd's bow'r, 
Preſs not the rich and ſtately bet; - -* 
The new-mown hay, and breathing flow'r 

A ſofter couch beneath them ſpread, 
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If thoſe, who fit at ſhepherd's board, 
Sooth not their taſte by wanton art, 
They take what Nature's gifts afford; 
And take it with a cheerful heart. 


CLXXXVIII. 
Tux CArrIvI. 


By Mrs, John ſon. 


Ar dawn of day, a farmer paſs'd 
Where deadly ſnares were ſet; 

A lark, with piercing cries and throbs, 
Was ſtruggling 1n the net. 


The flutt'ring pris'ner begg'd his life ; 
Oh! pity me,“ he ſaid; | 
© Twould kill my harmleſs babes and wife, 
Iso0o hear that I was dead, 


© T hurt no creature; for the whole 
Of birds will vouch for me; 
Nor have thy rich poſſeſſions ſtoP'n 3 
Let innocence be free, 


One grain, indeed, this fatal morn, 
I took---'Twas all I did. 

To die for one poor grain of corn, 
Alas! kind Heav'n, forbid !' 


A red-breaſt, from a neighb'ring tree, 
Beheld his captive ſtate; 

Ah! ceaſe thy piteous plaint,“ ſaid he, 
« Nor hope to ſhun your fatc. 
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His conſort; then, in ſearch of food, 
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poor bird! be ſure thy death's decreed ; _ 
No eloquence will do; | 

For, ah ! the wretch, to whom you plead, 7 
Is judge and jury too.“ | | 


Her helpleſs birds to rear, 
Was picking, by the fatal ſpot, 
Where lay her tangled dear. 
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With mournful and inceſſant ſcreams, 
She did for pity call; 

Oh! fave him, ſave him!* was her cry, 
Or take my life and all: 


© For, when he's gone, who ſhall aſſiſt 
To raiſe our callow young ?--- 

To hear their ſimple, ſorrowing ſtrain, 
The farmer's heart was wrung. 


E 88 hy” 


Reflecting on their tender grief, 
And touch'd by mercy's plea, 
With ready hands he loos'd the ſtring, 
And ſet his pris'ner free. 


The tuneful warbler, with his mate, 


Enraptur'd, took the wing; 
And, while ſuſpended in the air, 
A ſong of thanks did ſing. 


The red-breaſt, ſeeing pity ſhewn, 
Rejoicing, took his flight; 

Nor did the farmer's feeling heart 
Experience leſs delight. 
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CLXXXIX, 
MoRNINC. 
5 ' By Mr. Malen. 


Avrzona tips with gold the waving pine, 
That from yon awful cliff o'erbangs the deep; 


| Her ringlets, grac'd with gems, on billows ſhine, 


Whilſt Night and Silence join'd to caverns creep, 


The trees, at Zephyr's call, begin to play; 
The birds, in matins join'd, their carols ſing; 
The fragrant bloſſoms incenſe in the day, 
Whilſt Nature's temple opens for her king. 


The dews, with ſweets befraught, kiſs Ether's breaſt ; 
The miſts the lakes---the clouds the mountains leave; 
As if by Phœbus to be gaily dreſt, 
And heav'nly gifts from Beauty's fount receive. 


There fleeces, now refulgent, float around--- 
| Adorning heav'n's high ſteep where walks the Sun; 
There cherubs ſit, their rolling ſpheres to ſound—- 
According with the bliſs of Day begun. 


SN. 
By Dr. Goldſmith, 


O uznory ! thou fond deceiver, 
Still importunate and vain, 
To former joys recurring ever, 


And turning all the paſt to pain! 


„„ Irc REPOOITORY. 


Thou, like the world, th' oppreſt oppreſſing, 
Thy ſmiles increaſe the wretch's woe; 
And he who wants each other bleſſing, 
In thee muſt ever find a foe. 


— — rn! ͤ 
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| By Ben Jonſon. 
| Dix to me only with thine eyes, 
Bm | And I will pledge with mine ; 
Or leave a kiſs within the cup, 
And I'll not look for wine. 
The thirſt that from my ſoul doth riſe, 
Requires a drink divine; 
But might I of Jove's nectar ſip, 
| I would not change for thine. 
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1 ſent thee late a roſeate wreath ; 
Not ſo much hon'ring thee, 
As giving it a hope, that there 
It would not wither'd be : 
But thou thereon didſt only breathe, 
And ſent it back to me; 
Since when it grows, and ſmells, I ſwear, 
Not of itfelf, but thee, 


CXCI. 
By Mr. Pratt. 


Au! Love, who bade me languiſh, 
No more let me endure ; 

Ceaſe, ceaſe at length my anguiſh, 
Thou ow'ſt thy ſlave a cure. 
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Enough thy cruel arrows 
Have ſported with my heart; 
Enough its faithful ſorrows 
Have throbb'd in ev'ry part. 


Then, God of all my anguiſh, 
This fingle boon I claim; 

Now let me ceaſe to languiſh, 
Now ſtrait ſubdue the flame. 


Or if, ſtill mark'd for bleeding, 
| Thy ſlave I muſt remain 
Oh! let the wound ſucceeding. 
Some worthier lover gain, 


pr gin Ar Ra K 
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And Love, with this complying, 
Again let me endure ; ' 
Then keep thy victim ſighing, 
And never grant a cure. 


— — \ 


CXCIII. 


Tuk DisCONSOLATE, 


As the Thames ſilent ſtream mov'd ſlowly along, 
And the winds whiſper'd, ſolemn, the willows among, 
On a green turf, complaining, a ſwain was reclin'd, 
Who wept to the willows, and ſigh'd with the wind. 


In vain,” he cries, * Nature has granted the Spring; 
In vain bloom the vi'lets, the nightingales ſing : 
To a heart full of ſorrow no ſcenes gay appear; 


Each zephyr's a ſigh, and each dew-drop a tear. 
Vol. I. X 
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In vain my Zelinda hath beauty, to move 

The faireſt to envy, the wiſeſt to love; . 
Her beauty no more gives delight to mine eye, 

Since without her to live is more pain than to die. 


Ob! that Somnus his pinions would over me ſpread, 
And paint her dear image, in dreams, in her ſtead ! 
The beautiful viſion might ſoften my pain ; 

But ſleep's a relief J ſolicit in vain. 


The wretch, then, like me, whoſe heart's loaded with care, 
Is deluded by Hope, and undone by Deſpair: 

| His cares, ever waking, deny him repoſe, 

And the moments but vary, to vary his woes,” 
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| | F Low, thou regal purple ſtream, 
þ Tinted by the ſolar beam ; 
it In my goblet ſparkling riſe, 
; l Cheer my heart, and glad my eyes : 
q | My brain, aſcend on Fancy's wing, 
| [| Noint me, Wine, a jovial king. 
f U While I live, I'll lave my clay; 
li When I'm dead and gone away, 
3 Let my thirſty ſubjects fay, 
I | | A month he reign'd, but that was May !' 
„ 
i 
l 15 
it ANACREONTIC, 
11 b 
. | 
it Laer the ſchools about happineſs warmly diſpute, 
| F And weary their ſenſe in the ceaſeleſs purſuit ; 
; [| In ſpite of their maxims, I dare to define 
; | The grand ſummum bonum a bumper of wine. 
| U Tis the balſam ſpecific that heals ev'ry ſore ; 
3 The oftner we taſte it, we love it the more : 
it *T'is the cement of friendſhip, the opium of ſtrife, 
3B The plaiſter of ſorrow, the cordial of life. 
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While thus we carouſe it, the wheels of the ſoul 
O'er Life's rugged highway agreeably roll; 
Each thinks of his charmer, who never can cloy 
While Fancy rides poſt to the regions of Joy. 


Then, he, who true happineſs ſeeks to obtain, 
Undaunted the pool of the goblet muſt drain ; 

For, he, who the courts of the goddeſs would know, 
Thro' Bacchus's vineyard- plantation muſt go. 


ä | 
: 
ANACREON ON HIMSELF, 


By the Rev, Mr, Fawkes. 


Wurx I drain the roly bowl, 
Joy exhilarates my ſoul ; | 

To the Nine I raiſe my ſong, 

Ever fair, and ever young. 

When full cups my cares expel, 
Sober counſels then farewel ; 

Let the winds, that murmur, ſweep 
All my ſorrows to the deep. 


When I drink dull time away, 
Jolly Bacchus, ever gay, 

Leads me to delightful bow'rs, 
Full of fragrance, full of flow'rs: 
When I quaff the ſparkling wine, 
And my locks with roſes twine, 
Then I praiſe life's rural ſcene, 
Sweet, ſequeſter'd, and ſerene. 
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When 1 drink the bowl profound, 
Richeſt fragrance flowing round, 
And ſome lovely nymph detain, 
Venus then inſpires the ſtrain, 
When from goblets deep and wide 
I exhauſt the gen'rous tide, 

All my ſoul unbends---I play, 
Gameſome, with the young and gay. 


= | 0 . — — ᷣ 5 — "We 
IV. 
ANACREONTIC, 


By Mr, Cobbe. 


Tro 1 can't walk quite ſtraight, 
And in figures of eight, 


Still circling my legs do their duty; 


You'll always obſerve, 
That a regular curve 
Is reckon'd the true line of beauty. 
Of Orpheus they tcll, 
(He who fiddled ſo well) 
That his notes made hills, rocks, and trees caper ; 
So can I, in my way, 
When a ſolo I play, 
Make them dance full as well as that ſcraper, 
Tho? at firſt, on a ſurvey, 
Things ſeem topſy-turvy, 


When you're us'd to't, they don't look ſo frightful; 


Still they move more or leſs, 
And good judges confeſs, 
Moving proſpects are always delightful. 
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The world's circular motion 
I'm ſure's no falſe notion ; 
For, tho' ſober I ne'er could believe it, 
| Truth in wine, boys, 1s found ; 
Now I ſee it turns round; 
He that's drunk can moſt plainly perceive it. 


V. 


Tart ComroRTs of THE SEASONS. 


By the late Dr. Stanley, 


Is Summer's cool breeze how delightful to fit ! 
In Winter, how gay, when a few friends are met! 
In Autumn, ripe fruits may our palates regale; 

In Spring, we delight in the bloſſoming vale. 

Each ſeaſon has bleſſings and pleaſures in ſtore : 
Be content, and be happy, and aſk for no more. 
To know the beſt ſeaſon to laugh, drink, and ling, 
Is Summer, is Winter, is Autumn, is Spring. | 


VI. 
þ By Dr, Dalton. 


Parach not to me your muſty rules, 
Ye drones, that mould in idle cell; 

The heart is wiſer than the ſchools; 
The lenſes always reaſon well. 
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If ſhort my ſpan, I leſs can ſpare 
To paſs a {ingle pleaſure by; 

An hour is long, if loſt in care 
They only live, who lite enjoy. 


VII. 
By Capt. Morris. 


T zoven Bacchus may boaſt of his care-killing bowl, 
And Folly in thought-drowning revels delight ; 

Such worſhip, alas! hath no charms for the ſoul, 
When ſofter devotions the ſenſes invite. 


To the arrow of Fate, or the canker of Care, 
His potions oblivious a balm may beſtow ; 

But, to Fancy that feeds on the charms of the Fair, 
The death of Reflection's the birth of all Woe. 


What ſoul that's poſſeſt of a dream ſo divine, 
With riot would bid the ſweet viſion begone ? 
For the tear that bedews Senſibility's ſhrine, 
Is a drop of more worth than all Bacchus's tun, 


The tender exceſs, that enamours the heart, 
To few is imparted, to millions deny'd : 

*Tis the brain of the victim that tempers the dart, 
And tools jeſt at that for which ſages have dy'd. 


Each change and exceſs hath thro' life been my doom, 
And well can I ſpeak of its joy and its ſtrife; 

The bottle affords us a glimpſe thro? the gloom, 
But Jove's the true ſunſhine that gladdens our life, 
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Come then, roſy Venus, and ſpread o'er my fight 
The magic illuſions that raviſh the ſoul ! 

Awake in my breaſt the ſoft dream of delight, 

And drop from thy myrtle one leaf in my bowl! 


Then deep will I drink of the nectar divine, 
Nor e'cr, jolly God! from thy banquet remove; 
But each tube of my heart ever thirſt for the wine, 
That's mellow'd by friendſhip, and ſweeten'd by love, 


VIII. 
TE PowER Of WI nr. 


Ix vain whining lovers their Cupid ſhall prize, 

And boaſt that his Godſhip's deriv'd from the ſkies: 
Tho? divine was the birth of the young God of Love, 
Our Bacchus, we know, was the ſon of great Jove : 

Let us number Love's vot ries, I think we can prove, 
That, tho? all the world drink, 'tis not all the world love. 


When malicious young Cupid o'erwhelms us with grief, 
In the comforts of Bacchus we find ſure relief ; 

Tho? Chloe, diſdainful, deny you her charms, 

When glowing with rapture you ruſh to her arms, 

Pay your court to a bumper, and there you will find 

A gay ſmiling miſtreſs eternally kind, 


Nay, when chilling Age, like bleak Winter, comes on, 
And the ſunſhine of Beauty and Love ſhall be gone, 
Still conſtant your bumper will ſmile to the end, 

And ſupply both the places of miſtreſs and friend, 


Let us number Love's vot'ries, I think we can prove, 


That, tho? all the world drink, 'tis not all the world love, 
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IX, 


THz VirTUEsS of WII. 


BrrER our heads than hearts ſhould ach; 


Love's childiſh empire we deſpiſe: 
Good wine of him a ſlave can make, 
And force a lover to be wile. 


Wine ſweetens all the cares of peace, 
And takes the terror off from war; 
To love's affliction it gives caſe, 
And to our joys does beſt prepare. 


Better our heads than hearts ſhould ach; 
Love's childiſh empire we deſpile ; 

Good wine of him a ſlave can make, 
And torce a lover to be wiſe, 


—— ͤ—— — 
* 
THE EXcusE. 


Urnxaip me not, capricious Fair, 
With drinking to exceſs ; 

I ſhould not want to drown deſpair, 
Were your indiff'rence leſs, 


Love me, my dear, and you ſhall find, 
When this excuſe is gone, 

That all my bliſs, when Chloe's kind, 
Is fix'd on her alouc, 
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The God of Wine the victory 
10 Beauty yields with joy; 
For Bacchus only drinks like me, 

When Ariadne's coy. 
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XI. 
; By George Keate, Eſq. 


SET oh tw 


Groouv Care can ne'er controul 
Joys that wait the temp'rate bowl : 
Welcome all its pure delights; 
Blameleſs days, and peaceful nights. 


N In our cup her radiant wings 
5 Fancy dips, and brighter ſprings : 
To her the pow'r is giv'n 
To ſoar beyond the pride of kings, 
And form on ev'ry ſpot a heav'n, 


XII. 


ANACREONTIC. 


Garry, thy tyrant reign 1s o'er, 

Now 1 tread my native ſhore! 

Mirth, fair Freedom's ſiſter-gueſt, 

Shall impart her choiceſt zeſt 

To each flaſk of gen'rous wine, 

Gaily offer'd at her ſhrine : 

Sce the ſparkling glaſs go round ; , 


Care, avaunt ! 'tis hallow'd ground, A 
» 2 | 
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XIII. 
By G. A. Stevens. 


Wurd Bacchus, the patron of love, wit, and mirth, 

With vineyards had planted the face of the carth, 

Tho? nations turn'd rebels, and broke from his ſway, 

Some, drunk with his bounty, deny'd to obcy. | 
Derry down, &c. 


He harneſs'd his tygers, he marſhall'd his force; 
Silenus was ſutler, Lord Pan led the horſe ; 
The Ganges they paſs'd, came in ſight of the foe, 
And ſtruck them all dead without ſtriking a blow. 
Derry down, &c, 


*Twas Pan did the feat, put their troops in a fright, 

For he flily ſtole into their camp over night; 

And while they were ſleeping, not dreaming ſuch matter, 

He drew off their wane, fill'd their flaſks up with water. 
Derry down, &c, 


Next morn when they *woke, and their bottles pull'd out, 
The firſt gulp they took put them all to the rout ; 
They trembled from monarch to th' meaneſt mechanic; 
From whence comes the phraſe, to put men in a panic. 

| Derry down, &c, 


Ye heroes of Europe, whoſe martial parade 
Attracts the ſoft ſenſe of each dreſs-tempted maid, 
Well judge of this ſcheme, and impartial declare, 
Could you with mere water march ſcarleſs to war ? 
Derry down, &. 
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The buck of the Greeks, Alexander by name, 
As much by his drinking as fighting got fame: | 
He was ſure of the victory, lads, you muſt think, 
Who drank but to conquer, and conquer'd to drink, | 

1 down, &Cc, 


By foul pale-fac'd villains, who only ani water, 
Great Cæſar was dragg'd to the ſenate-houſe ſlaughter : 
Had they drank what they y_ they'd have dropt their de- 
ſign, 
And no more ſpilt his blood, than we bucks ſpill our wine. 
Derry down, &c. 


*Tis by maxims more noble we nouriſh our youth; 
Kept conſtant to clarct, they're conſtant to truth: 
On the virtues of wine we may ſafely depend; 
He who ſticks to his bottle, will ſtick to his friend. 
Derry down, &c. 


*Tis wine (like the Sun) that invigorates our hours, 

Wine blooms our complexions, as Sol blooms the flow'rs; 

And as birds grateſul ſing, when he ſpreads his bright rays, 

So we bucks, in full chorus, chaunt bright claret's praiſe, 
Derry down, &c. lf 


Each roſe, when the Sun's from the hemiſphere fled, 

Shuts his leaves, dewy weeps, and hangs heavy his head : 

When his wine's gone, each buck thus as ſad will become, 

Folds his arms, gives a ſigb, hides his head, and ſculks home, 
| Derry down, Kc. 
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XIV. 


TuüE GIT oF THE Gops. 


* 


W nr x Freedom was baniſh'd from Greece and from Rome, 
And wander'd neglected in ſcarch of a home, 

Jove, willing to fix her where long ſhe might ſtand, 

Turn'd the globe round about to examine each land; 

With nice circumſpection he view'd the whole ball, 


And weigh'd in his balance the merit of all; 


Thcu quickly determin'd, that England alone 
Was the ſpot well adapted for Liberty's throne, 


Gay Momus inſiſted, no place was more fit 

Than the iſland of Freedom for true attic wit; 

And Venus confeſs'd, if *twere pleaſing to Jove, 

She wou'd wiſh to make England the empire of Love ; 
Then Mars nobly ſtept from his miſtreſs's fide, 
And {wore that the Britons in arms ſhould preſide ; 
While Bacchus declar'd, that each heart-cheering juice 
For the uſe of brave Engliſhmen hie would produce. 


To render complete all the bleſſings now paſt, 

And provide that they might to eternity laſt, 

"Twas reſolv'd that a toaſt ſhould that inftant be giv'n, 
And drank in full bumpers of neCtar thro! heav'n; 
The toaſt of the gods was, and mark it, ye free 


* May Britons with Britons ſor ever agree !? 


By ther enemies then they {hall always be fear'd, 


Ard with wine, wit, and women, inceſſantly cheer'd. 
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XV, 


5 By the late Lord Eglintoun, 
5 To-vay let us never be ſlaves, 

1 Nor the tate of to-morrow inquire: 
5 All wizards and gypſics are knaves; 

þ And the Devil, you know, is a liar, 


Then take off a bumper while you may; 


e 
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Let us drink, and ſing, till our hairs grow gray, 
He's a fool, he's an als, | 
That will balk a full glaſs, 
For fear of another day. 
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Wut x others barter eaſe for ſtate, 
And fondly aim at growing great, 
Let me {with roſy chaplets crown'd). 
Stretch'd on the flow'r-enamell'd ground, 
The grapc's nectareous Juices quaff, | 
Alternate ſing, and love, and laugh. 
Already fee the purple juice | 5 
Reſplendent o'er my check diffuſe | 1 
A ſecond youth !--- Again the bowl : | | 
With warm delires inflames my ſoul, | 84 
' 
' 


Quickly, ah! quickly muſt I leave 
The joys which wine and beauty give ; 
Soon mult I quit my wonted murth, 
And mingle with my parent carth; 
Where kings, diveſted of their ſtate, 
With flaves ſuſtain a common fate. 
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Let then the preſent hour be mine, 
leſt in the joys of love and wine : 


Come, ye virgin throng, advance, 


And mingle in the ſprightly dance: 
To the lyre's enchanting ſound 
Nimbly tread the blithſome round ; 
While the genial bowl inſpires 

Soft delight, and gay deſires, 


XVII. 
By R. B. Sheridan, Eſq. 


A vonyzs of good liquor 
Will end a conteſt quicker 
Than juſtice, judge, or vicar, 
So fill a cheerful glaſs. 
So fill, &c, 


But, if more deep the quarrel, 
Why ſooner drain the barrel, 


Than be that hateful fellow, 


That's crabbed when he's mellow. 
x Why ſooner, &c. 


XVIII. 


WINE THE SOURCE Or CONTENT, 


Yov know that our ancient philoſophers hold, 
There is nothing in beauty, or honour, or gold ; 
That bliſs in externals no mortal can find ; 

And in truth, my good friends, I am quite of their mind, 
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What makes a man happy I never can doubt ; 

*Tis ſomething within him, and nothing without. 

This ſomething, they ſay, was the ſource of content; 
And, whatever they call'd it, 'twas wine that they meant, 


Without us, indeed, it is not worth a pin; 

But, ye Gods ! how divine, if ye get it within! 
*Tis then of all bleſſings the flouriſhing root; 
And, in ſpite of the world, we can gather the fruit, 


When the bottle is wanting, the ſoul is depreſs'd, 
And beauty can kindle no flame in the breaſt ; 

But, with wine at our hearts, we are always in love 
We can ſing like the linnet, and bill like the dove. 


The richeſt and greateſt are poor, and repine, 

If with gold and with grandeur you give them no wine; 
But, wine to the peaſant or ſlave if you bring, | 

He's as rich as a Jew, and as great as a king, 


With wine at my heart I am happy and free; 

Externals without it are nothing to me. 

Come, fill ; and this truth from a bumper you'll know: 
That wine, wine alone, 1s our bleſſing below. 


XIX. 
| By Mr, Dent, 


Paysrciaxs may talk of our ills, 
And pariſons look wonderous grave; 
J hate all their ſermons and pills, 
Defign'd for the fool and the knave. 
Vor. 1, | 7. | 
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Then each take his glaſs, 
Fill'd up to the brim 

And toaſt the dear laſs 
Intended for him. 


For never did Bacchus of old 
Repent of his quaffing good wins; 
Nor Momus (for ſo we are told) 
At mirth or good-humour repine, 
Then each, &c. 


Dull fouls the beſt liquor decline, 

And think they're undone if they taſte; 
While we, my boys, live on good wane, 
And think we're undone if we waſte, 

Then each, &c. 


XX. 
WINE A REFUGE FROM CARE. 


Sincs of life we hold a ſpan, 
What can Nature give to man 
Better than a flowing bowl ? 
Sparkling with the luſcious ſpoil 
Ot the vintage-ripen'd toll 
Sieht reviving to the ſoul. 


Love's a light fantaſtic god, 
Full of vain chimeras odd : 
Bacchus, I thy ſhrine adore ! 
Golden riches let me *ſcape, 
For the ripen'd purple grape : 
Give me that, I aſk no more, 
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Fill my glaſs up to the brim; 
In it ev'ry pleaſure ſwim : 

Let me gulp it, gulp it down: 
Then I'll be a match for Care, 
Take what ſhape he will or dare; 

Beauty, honour, or a crown, 


Twixt me and the dreary grave, 
Not one fingle frown I'll have, 
Daddy Time, as thou ſhalt ſce t 
But, When call'd by gentle Fate, 
Be it ſoon, or be it late, 
Laughing I'll reel home with thee, 


— —— 
XXI. 


Thr PRAISE ef ALE, 


By IL. Macnally, Ei. 


Wu s the chill Sirocco blows, 
And Winter tells a heavy tale, 
Then pics, and daws, and rooks, and crows, 
Do ſit and curle the froſts and fnows, 
Then give me ale. 


Ale in a Saxon rumkin then, 

Such as will make Grimalkin prate, 

Bids valour burgeon in tall men, 

Quickens the poet's wit and pen, 
Delpifes Fate. 


Ale, that the abſent battle ſights, 

And forms the march of Swediſh drum, 

Diſputes with princes, laws and rights, 

What's done and paſt tells mortal wights, 
| Aud what's to come, 
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LYRIC REPOSITORY. 


Ale, that the plowman's, heart upkeeps, 

And equals it to tyrants” throncs, 

That wipes the eye that over-weeps, 

And lulls in ſweet and dainty ſleeps 
The o'er-wearied bones. 


Grand child of Ceres, Bacchus' daughter, 


Wine's emulous neighbour if but ſtale, 


Ennobling all the nymphs of water, 
And filling each man's heart with laughter, 
Oh! give me ale. 


XXII, 
| To MITE. 
Hexcs, far hence, corroding Care, 
Envy foul, and black Deſpair ! 


Hence be baniſh'd ev'ry Pain, 
Looks demure, and cold Diſdain ! 


Welcome Mirth, and feſtive Song, 
Welcome all thy jocund throng ! 
Be thou, and only thou, our guide; 
Ev'ry gloomy thought deride. 


Blithſome let us ſing, and play, 
All the gladſome live-long day: 
Life was form'd for joy and love, 
Emblem of the ſtate above. 


Fill, then, fill the flowing glaſs; 


Cheerful let the goblet pals ; | 
While the ſprightly health goes round, 
Let the jovial rebecs ſound. 


1 
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Happy, truly happy he, 


Ever tranquil, ever free, 
Who enjoys a ſtate ſo bleſt, 
By nor cares or fears diſtreſt. 


XXIII. 


Tu CoNVIVIAIL Portr. 


By Mr. O'Keeffe. 


Lozy Lord! without victuals and drink, 
We Poets muſt give up each ſtrain; 
They help us poor devils to think, 
And thraſh with more vigour our brain. 
Without victuals and drink, Lord! the world were undone ; 
'Tis the ſoul of the world---'tis the fine qua non. 1 


The Soldier, *midft battle's alarms, 
Without them could ill face his foe; 
So faint would he handle his arms, 
And draw with ſuch weakneſs his bow. 
Without victuals, &c. 


What would Ladies and Gentlemen do, 
That ſay ſuch fine things to each other ? 
They would never be able to coo ; 
They would never be father and mother, 
Without victuals, &c. 


Then hey for good victuals and drink; 
Who is there that would not carouſe ? 
Whoever he may be, I think, 
He's not to be found in this houſe. 
Without victuals, &c. 
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XXIV. 


By Tom Brown, 


WI NE, Wine in a morning 
Makes us frolic and gay, Te fe 
That like cagles we ſoar, | Pl 
In the pride of the day; Whe 
Gouty ſots of the night 
Only find a decay. Adi. 


*Tis the Sun ripes the grape, A 
And to drinking gives light : 
We imitate him, 
When by noon we're at height; 
They. ſteal wine, who take it 
When he's out of fight. 


Boy, fill all the glaſſes, _ 

Fill them up now he ſhines : 
The higher he riles, W. 
The more he refines; 

For wine and wit fall 
As their maker declines. 


XXV. 
By Chaſe Price. 

Rovuxy Arthur's gay table ſome love to be gambling, 
Squand'ring their caſh at their creditors” coſt ; | 
While ſome to the plains of Newmarket love rambling, 

Blund'rmg too oft the wrong fide the poſt : | 


But pleaſure inviting, and women delighting, 
My ſpirits exhale, and eprapture me moſt, 


 CONVIVIAL and BACCHANALIAN. 


With theſe ev'ry vapour I chaſe, 
Rejecting the fiend of Deſpair, 

Look Poverty full in the face, 

And kick up the crutches of Care. 


Ye formal, methodical ſons of ſobriety, 
. Phlegmatic and cold, to feſtivity coy, 
Who ne'er knew the pleaſures of mirthful ſociety, 
W hoſe larum of life ſeldom wakes into joy ; _ 
Adieu to ſuch notions ! for Bacchus's potions, 
Inſpiring good humour, ſar better I prize: 
Go preach your dull maxims elſewhere, 
Shake your noddles, and ſeem to look wiſe : 
To me your dull precepts forbear; 
Believe me, your cant I deſpiſe. 


What Pope has aſcrib'd to the fountain poctical, 
Holds good with reſpect to the grape's purple ſtream; 
Maintain it I will againſt all that are critical, 
However abſurd the maxims may ſeem. 
With draughts that are ſhallow the head's over mellow. 
Then ſnap goes the axis that holds up the brain : 
But drinking large bumpers inipires 
The animal flow of each vein; 
Rekindles the ſoul's dying fires, 
And makes us all ſober again. 


Then take off your bumpers, you ſons of virility, 

So ſhall ye triumph o'er Bacchus's tun: 

Be merry, my boys, and enjoy riſibility; 
Happineſs riſes from laughter and fun. 

To make the glaſs ſweeter, our pleaſures completer, 
Dear Woman ſteps in with a look debonatr ; 
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LYRIC REPOSITORY. 


She the waſte of Love's ledger repairs, 

She makes herſelf kind as ſhe's fair: 
Her hand moſt good-natur'dly tears 

Ev'ry leaf from the volume of Care, 


— —— — - 


XXVI. 


In the Opera of The Roſs. 


Ir, to ſet off pretty faces, 
Women artful patches lack, 
Pimples ſure are no diſgraces; 
Why not red, as well as black ? 
View the Sun that quaffs the ocean; 
Like a water- drinking fot ; 


Never could his ſober potion 


Make him ſhine without a ſpot. 


XXVII. 
THE HEARTY FELLOW; 


"Fs I that all my cares ſuſpend, 
With a bottle and a friend; 
Drinking, quaffing, 
Singing, laughing, 


Hearty fellows joining round, 


Ev'ry happy wiſh is crown'd, 


Bacchus planted firſt the vine, 
Source of ev'ry joy divine; 

Mirth inſpiring, 

All admiring, | 
While the happy theme's in view, 
Brother topers, let's purſue. 
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Toſſing off the cheerful glaſs, 
1o fome kind and fav'rite laſs, 
Rapture joining, 
Paſt divining, 
Care and trouble we deſtroy, 
Pleaſure 1s our whole employ. 


XXVIII, 


By Ben Jonſon, 


Lr foldiers fight for pay and praiſe, 
And money be the miſer's wiſh; 
Poor ſcholars ſtudy all their days, 
And gluttons glory in their diſh : 
"Tis wine, pure wine revives ſad fouls, 
Therefore give me the cheering bowls, 


Let minions marſhal in their hair, 
And in a lover's lock delight, 
And artificial colours wear ; 
We have the native red and white. 
'Tis wine, &Cc. 


Your pheaſant pout, and culver ſalmon, 
And how to pleaſe your palates think ; 
Give us a falt Weſtphalia gamman, 


Not meat to eat, but meat to drink, 
*Tis wine, &c. | 


Vor. I. A a 
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LYRIC REPOSITORY, 


It makes the backward ſpirits brave, 
That lively that before was dull ; 
Thoſe grow good fellows that are grave, 
And kindneſs flows from cups brim-full, 
"Tis wine, &c. | 


Some have the phthiſic, fome the rheum, 
Some have the palſy, ſome the gout ; 
Some {well with fat, and ſome conſume, 
But they are ſound that drink all out. 

*Tis wine, &c. 


Some men want youth, and ſome want healt]z, 
Some want a wife, and ſome a punk, 

Some men want wit, and ſome want wealth ; 
But he wants nothing that is drunk. 

*Tis wine, &. 


XXIX. 
WINE THE ONLY CERTATN GOOD 


W gar is there in this fooliſh life, 
For which we vainly hope, 
That mortal wights can call their own ? 
Riches are on a ſudden flown, 
And e'en our wives elope. 


We cannot find that ſought-for ſtone, 
Nor vet life's grand elixir; 
Beauty 1s frail; and, as for Fame, 
She's grown ſo ſlippery a dame, 
No ſoul on earth can fix her, 
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Health 1s unwilling long to ſtay, 
And quacks themſelves grow ſick; 
Honours but ſmall diſtinctions make; | | 
What odds, when footmen drink and rake, | | 
And nobles run a tick ? | : 


Some tell you, wiſe and virtuous ſouls 

| Have th' only certain good; 

But, ſpite of philoſophic rules, 

Old age and croſſes make us fools, 
Temptations make us lewd, 


Nay, when thou ſeeſt the bluſhing wine 

Red ſparkling in thy hand, 
Thou'lt think, At leaſt, this liquor's mine; 
Though all the envious pow'rs combine, 

Yet this I dare command.” 


But ah ! a thouſand things fall out 
Betwixt the lip and cup ; 

With caution put the glaſs about, 

The coming pledge hangs ſtill in doubt, 
Till you have drank it up. 


But when, delicious through the throat, 
We ſeel the ſtream run down, 
We've found the mighty thing we ſought ; 
That's our's indeed; that, that dear draught 
We juſtly call our own. Aa 2 
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XXX, 
Tuk BAacchANALIAN's Wis, 


Give me but a friend and a glaſs, boys, 
_ I'll ſhow ye what 'tis to be gay, 
I'll not care a fig for a laſs, boys, 
Nor love my briſk youth away: 
Give me but an honeſt fellow, 
That's pleaſanteſt when he's mellow, 
We'll live twenty-four hours a day. 


»Tis woman in chains does bind, boys, 
But *tis wine that makes us free; 

Tis woman that makes us blind, boys, 
But wine makes us doubly ſee, 

The female 1s true to no man, 

Deceit 1s inherent to woman, 
But none in a brimmer can be. 


XXXI. 
Cuil RON To ACHILLES, 


O Lv Chiron thus preach'd to his pupil Achilles : 
© ]'ll tell you, young gentleman, what the Fates“ will is: 
You, my boy, 
Muſt go | 
(The Gods will have it ſo; 
To the ſiege of Troy; 
Thence never to return to Greece again, 
But before thoſe walls to be ſlain, 
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Noe'er let your noble courage be caſt down; 
But, all the while you lie before the town, 
Drink, and drive care away ; drink, and be merry; 
You'll ne'er go the ſooner to the Stygian ferry.“ 


— 2 Ew—[ — —_ — 


XXXII. 


By Harry Carey, 


Curip no more ſhall give me grief, 
Or anxious cares oppreſs my foul 

While gen'rous Bacchus brings relief, 
And drowns *em in a flowing bowl. 


Celia, thy ſcorn I now deſpiſe, 
Thy boaſted empire I diſown ; 

This takes the brightneſs from thy eyos, 
And makes it ſparkle in my own. 


XXXIII. 
TuE FROLICEKSOME FELLOW. 


By Mr. O. Kcefſfe. 


Is London my life is a ring of delight, 

In frolicks 1 keep up the day and the night; 

I ſnooze at the Hummums till twelve, perhaps later, 
I rattle the bell, and I roar up the waiter: 

* Your honour,” ſays he, and tips me a leg, 

He brings me my tea, but I {ſwallow an egg; 

For tea in the morning's a flop I renounce, | 
So I down with a glaſs of the right cherry-bounces 


VVV 


With ſwearing, tearing, 

Ranting, jaunting, 

Slafhing, ſmaſhing, 

Smacking, cracking, 

Rumbling, tumbling; 

Laughing, quaffing, 

Smoking, joking, 

Swaggering, ſtaggering; 

So thoughtleſs, ſo knowing, ſo green, and ſo mellow; 
This, this is the life of a frolickſome fellow. 


My phaeton I mount, and the plebs they all dare, 
I handle my reins, and my elbows I ſquare; 
My ponies ſo plump, and as white as a lily, 
Through Pall Mall I ſpank it, and up Piccadilly; 
Till loſing a wheel, egad down came I ſmack, 
So at Knightſbridge I throw myſelf into a hack ; 
At Tatterſall's fling a leg over my nag, 
Thus viſit for dinner, then dreſs in a bag. 

With ſwearing, &c. 


I roll round the Garden, and call at the Roſe, 
And then at both Playhouſes pop in my noſe ; 
I lounge in the Lobby, laugh, ſwear, ſlide, and ſwaggety 
Talk loud, take my money, and out again ſtagger, 
I mect at the Shakeſpeare a good-natur'd ſoul, 
Then down to our Club, at St. James's, I roll; 
The joys of the night are a thouſand at play, 
And thus at the finiſh begin the next day, 
With ſwearing, &c. 


END OF THE FiksT VOLUME, 
— —— ; . . 
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